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T  O  T  H  E 

RIGHT  HONORABLE 

THE 

J*-  i  v  m  . 

Earl  of  BUTE. 


MY  LORD, 

AS  the  performance  I  here  offer  to  the  public, 
under  the  fandion  of  your  name,  bears  no 
immediate  relation  to  public  affairs  ;  this  addrefs 
is  more  properly  to  the  private /Nobleman  than 
to  the  Minifter  of  ftate.  To  One,  who  in  the 
former  charader,  has  diftinguifhed  himfelf,  thro’ 
the  whole  courfe  of  an  unblameable  life,  as  a 
friend  to  all  the  liberal  arts :  and  whofe  love  of 
them  has  arifen  from  his  being  able  to  tafte  their 
genuine  beauties,  and  to  difcern  their  real  utility. 
The  more  ufeful  have  been  the  employment  or 
his  ferious  hours ;  the  more  ornamental,  the 
amufement  of  his  leifure  :  and  thofe,  who  culti¬ 
vated  either  with  any  degree  of  fufficiency,  have 
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ever  found  in  him  a  Patron  as  well  as  a  Judge. 

I  wifh,  for  the  honor  of  my  country,  that  this 
praife  were  not,  almoft  exclufively,  his  own. 

But,  while  I  do  this  fcanty  juftice  to  the 
Man,  I  muft  appear  infenfible  to  the  welfare  of 
Britain,  I  had  almoft  faid  to  the  general  interefts 
of  humanity,  if  I  omitted  all  mention  of  the 
Minifter  for  fervices  of  another  importance  ;  and 
which  have  the  happinefs  of  a  whole  people 
for  their  aim. 

The  beft  and  moft  amiable  of  Princes  has 
ardently  defired  that  this  long  and  confuming 
tho’  fuccefsful  war  might  be  terminated  by  fuch 
a  peace,  as  fhould  leave  his  dominions  fecure 
and  "reat  and  flourishing  :  and  to  render  this 

zd 

his  paternal  care  of  us  effectual,  has  been  the 
firft  object  of  your  Lordfhip’s  miniftry.  Yet, 
in  a  government  conftituted  as  ours  is,  wnere 
every  member  of  the  community  may  freely 

difeover  his  fentiments,  and  where  a  diverfity  of 

\ 

interefts  will  fet  the  fame  objeft  in«  different, 
perhaps  in  contrary  lights ;  an  oppofition  both 
to  minifters  and  meafures  may  be  the  imme¬ 
diate  confequence.  Indeed,  a  diflike,  real  or 
pretended,  of  the  former  has  ever,  in  tne  com¬ 
mon  courfe  of  things,  produced  oppontion  to 
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the  latter.  But  the  good  fenfe  of  the  nation  in 
general,  aflifted  by  the  moderation  of  fuch  indi¬ 
viduals  as  think  largely,  and  embrace  in  one 
comprehenfive  view  the  prefent  and  future  inte- 
refts  of  their  country,  muft  gradually  allay  the 
heats,  that  never  fail  to  arife  on  fuch  occafions: 
And  our  pofterity  will  look  back,  with  admi¬ 
ration  and  gratitude,  to  the  year  feventeen  hun¬ 
dred  and  fixty  two,  as  to  the  brighteft  period 
of  Britifh  glory  !  In  the  mean  while,  my  Lord, 
the  mens  fibi  confcia  reffi  will  be  your  prefent 
reward :  and  to  certain  men,  for  they  appear 
among  us  but  feldom,  it  is  the  nobleft  and  moll 
valuable.  To  fuch  men,  there  is  fomething 
beyond  wealth  and  titles  and  power ;  which  no 
popularity  can  give,  no  temporary  want  of  it 
can  deftroy.  I  am,  my  Lord,  with  the  higheft 
regard, 

Your  Lordfhip’s 

moft  faithful 

\  ^ 

humble  Servant, 
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XX  MA  L  LET. 


PROLO  G  U  E. 


JJ/A  R  is  no  more  :  thofe  thunders  ceafe  to  royjl. j 
*  '  That  lately  Jhook  the  globe  from  pole  to  pole  j 
When  Britain  fought  and  triumph'd  o'er  her  foe , 
Wherever  winds  can  waft  or  waters  flow. 

She,  and  fhe  only  could- ,  bade  difcord  ceafe  $ 

And \  having  humbled ,  gave  the  nations  peace. 

May  its  wlfdd  influence ,  thro '  this  favor'd  Ifie, 

On  every 'hr owy  in  every  bofomy  fmile  ! 

'T was  union  made  her  Ppucen  of  land  and  main  : 
’Tis  that  alone  her  triumphs  can  maintain ; 


Improve  thofe  blejfmgs ,  arts  will  now  adorn ,  v 
And  fend  them  fafe  to  Britons  yet  unborn . 

O  might  no  other  fftrife  your  hearts  divide , 

Than  how  a  culprit -author  fljould  be  try' d ; 

Ours ,  whom  no  mean ,  partial  inter ejl  move ■>, 
Would  be  the  vidtim  of  that  peace  he  loves . 

27/,  why  this  fear  ?  Good  nature  is  you r  boajl  : 
Jndy  who  an  of  want  it ,  ever  feel  it  mofl * 
Abroad^  you  knew  to  conquer  and  to  fpa>  e  : 

Andy  as  your  caufey  your  conduct  too  was  yen  * . 

Theny  vjhat  you  gave  fo  nobly  to  the  foey 
At  homey  and  to  a  friendy  yoU  fure  will  Jhow . 

His  feenesy  to  nighty  no  feign'd  adventure  bring  : 
Jf  tears  Jhall  flow ,  frotn  real  ills  they  fpring. 


TVhai 


PROLOGUE, 

# 

Lifbon  trembling  faw  and  indy  mourn  d ; 
JVhct  her  fir  ft  Mufe  in  epic  Jlrains  adorn  d  y 
TV  hat  Paris  ?iext  bedezv d  with  copious  tears , 
Nowy  to  the  Sons  of  Britain,  late  appears . 

Ti  youy  voherever  Truth  and  nature  reigny 
And  Terror  jhakes,  and  Pity  ?nelts  the  ftrain  ; 
TVherevcr  thefe  declare  the  genuine  bardy 
Your  warm  applaufes  are  his  fare  reward : 

Then ,  while  Juch  Judges  Jlrike  our  author’s  vieivy 
His  fears  are  from  himfelf  and  not  from  you . 
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The  PERSONS. 


DonALONZO  IV.  King  of 
Portugal, 

Don  PEDRO,  his  Son, 

The  QU  E  E  N, 

A  L  M  E  Y  D  A,  her  Daughter, 
promifed  to  Don  Pedro, 

ELVIRA,  Maid  of  honor  to  the 
Queen, 

Don  RODRIGO,  a  Prince  of 
the  Blood, 

Don  ALVAREZ,  a  Grandee  of 
Portugal. 

MENDOZO, 

RAMIREZ, 


i 

i 
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Mr.  Garrick . 

Mr.  Holland . 
Mrs.  Pritchard . 

Mifs  Bride . 
Mrs.  Cibber * 
Mr.  Packer 9 

Mr,  Love . 

Mr.  Cajlle . 

Mr.  Jckman . 


An  AMBASSADOR  from  the  King  of  Castile, 


Courtiers,  Guards,  Attendants. 
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SCENE,  the  Palace  of  Alonzo. 

»  ■  'V  •  . 


ELVIRA: 
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TRAGEDY. 


A  C  T  I.  SCENE!. 

RODRIGO,  ALVAREZ. 

I 

ALVAREZ. 

•  *  ^ 


E  A  L  T  PI  to  your  highnefs ! 

RODRIGO. 


Brave  Alvarez,  welcome. 


This  long- expe&ed,  this  aufpicious  morn 
Will  fee  confirm’d  the  league  of  amity 
Betwixt  Caftile  and  Portugal.  You  time 
Your  wifh’d  arrival  well ;  to  be  at  once 
The  witnefs  and  partaker  ©f  our  joy. 


A  LVAR  E  2. 


My  abfence,  and  th’  unceafing  cares  of  war 
On  Afric’s  plains,  again#  her  fwarthy  fons. 

Where,  till  Don  Ped^o,  our  brave  prince,  return’d. 
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I  he  chief  command  was  mine;  that  tedious  abfence 
Has  left  me  ignorant,  or  ill-inform’d. 

Of  moft  particulars. 

RODRIGO. 

Then  know,  my  Lord, 

Our  prefent  queen,  the  mother  of  Almeyda, 

Brought  with  her  from  Caftile  that  blooming  princefs 
The  wifh  of  all  beholders  !  And,  no  doubt. 

You  mu  ft  have  often  heard  her  lover’s  voice 
Moft  lavifh  in  the  praifes  of  the  fair  one, 

Whom  he  this  day  efpoufes,  and  in  her 
Whate’er  is  excellent  or  lovely. 

ALVAREZ. 

Never  \ 

Don  Pedro,  with  that  chafte  referve  and  caution 
Which  would  become  the  coldeft  virgin’s  fear. 

Even  on  a  theme  fo  pleafing  ftill  was  filent ; 

Or  only,  when  alone,  indulg’d  his  rapture. 

RODRIGO. 

So  cold  a  lover,  and  fo  warm  a  hero. 

Are  contraries  that  feldom  blend  in  youth. 

’Tis  moft  furprizing  !  for,  as  we  have  heard* 

His  heat  of  valor  is  a  rapid  flame, 

Encreafing  as  it  fpreads - 

ALVAREZ. 

And  yet  his  prudence. 
Serenely  cool,  keeps  meafure  with  his  fire. 

Had  you,  in  this  laft  battle  with  the  Moors, 

Had  you  beheld  the  mutual  poize  of  each, 

As  either  was  call’d  forth  by  fair  occafion, 

Your  praifes  would  be  tranfport ! — but  proceed. 

RODRIGO. 

**■  / 

The  fum  of  all  is  this.  To-day  he  weds 
The  bright  Caftilian  princefs;  and  this  hour 
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A  TRAGEDY. 

Jler  brother  Ferdinand’s  ambaffador  ' 

Has  audience  of  our  King - -  [Trumpet  founds, 

ALVA  R  E  Z. 

/  * 

That  trumpet  fpeaks 

The  happy  moment  come.  May  peace,  my  lord5 
A  long,  a  glorious  peace  be  the  fair  iffue  ! 

SCENE  II. 

Trumpets  found  again . 

ALONZO,  the  QU  E  E  N,  ELVIRA 
RODRIGO,  A  L  V  A  R  E  Z,  Courtiers » 

ALONZO. 

The  heavens,  my  Queen,  look  fmilingly  upon  us? 

As  pleas’d  to  fee,  thus  folemnly  fecur’d. 

The  league  that  joins  your  Ferdinand  to  me 
In  one  true  bond  of  love — — Where  is  my  fon  ? 

Not  follow  us? 

RODRIGO. 

His  modeft  fear  avoids 
To  be  the  hearer  of  his  own  juft  praife. 

ALONZO. 

Such  fear^  attendant  on  fuccefsful  arms. 

Becomes  the  brave,  and  moft  of  all  in  youth  : 

’Tis  then  the  nobler  conqueft.  Gentle  coufin. 

The  ties  of  blood  have  made  his  glory  yours  : 

I  know  they  have,  Rodrigo.  You,  Alvarez, 

Were  partner  of  his  day  \  you  nobly  fought 
And  conquer’d  with  him.  Both  of  you  muft  fhare 
The  joy  fmcere  that  fvvells  a  father’s  bofom, 

Made  young  again  and  blooming  in  a  fon. 
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SCENE  in. 

ALONZO,  the  QJJEEN,  ELVIRA, 
RODRIGO,  A  L  V  A  R  E  Z,  Courtier ,  £ff  c, 

COURTIER. 

The  ambattador  of  Spain,  my  lord _ . 


ALONZO. 


Conduct  him  hither. 


*Tis  well. 


SCENE  IV. 

ALONZO,  the  QUEEN,  ELVIRA, 
RODRIGO,  ALVAREZ. 

[The  King  afcends  his  throne ,  placing  the  ghieen  on  his  left , 
the  Amhajfador  and  his  train  range  themfelves.~\ 

AMBASSADOR. 

Sir,  my  royal  matter, 

Don  Ferdinand,  by  his  ambattador 

Thus  fpeaks  the  true  fraternal  part  he  takes 

In  your  full  joy.  He  holds  himfelf  moft  happy, 

That  his  lov’d  parent  fhares  a  throne  with  you ; 

And  that  his  fitter,  his  Almeyda,  weds 
So  great  a  monarch’s  heir,  and  who  renews 
The  virtues  of  his  race.  Don  Pedro's  fame 
Spreads  not  o’er  Portugal  more  welcome  beams 
Than  o’er  our  friendly  Spain.  And  you  enjoy 
The  blifs  fupreme,  that  nobleft  minds  tafte  deepeft, 

A  fon  that  loves  the  fire  he  emulates  ! 

Yes,  you  have  feen  him,  from  his  earliett:  youth, 

Purfue  the  path  your  valour  trod  before 
To  conqueft  and  renown.  Your  arm,  by  him. 

Has  oft  been  felt  in  Afric  ;  oft  has  fhook 

Her  ftrongeft  forts,  her  deepeft  fquadrons  pierc’d; 

And  now,  even  now,  of  laurels  fairly  won 
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A  mighty  harveft  reap’d.  Your  interefts,  Sir,  . 

Are  link’d  with  ours  by  bonds  of  mutual  friend/hip  : 

And  where  allies  are  mutual  in  their  love. 

The  happinefs  is  common.  Our  Caftile, 

Itfelf  triumphant,  triumphs  too  with  you  ! 

ALONZO. 

*  'i 

Your  fovereign  is  the  partner  of  my  heart, 

His  mother,  now  my  queen,  and  who  adorns 
The  feat  /he  fills,  has  made  our  nations  one  : 

And  that  fame  treaty,  which  declar’d  her  mine. 

Allures  Don  Pedro  to  her  daughter’s  arms  ; 

Allures  my  kingdom’s  fafety  :  for  tfiefe  nuptials, 

Tho  by  the  guilt  of  intervening  war 
Too  long  delay’d,  fhall  be  accomplilh’d  now  ; 

While,  to  the  holy  temple.  Peace  and  Leifure, 

His  belt  attendants,  wait  in  Hymen’s  train. 

Go,  bear  this  meflage  to  my  brother  back ; 

That  all  Caftile  may  ihare  the  joy  it  gives. 

S  C  E  N  E  V, 

ALONZO,  the  QJJEEN,  ELVIRA, 

ALONZO. 

Yes,  madam,  your  lcfV’d  daughter  foon  fhajl  fee 
This  happy  union  fix  her  future  fate. 

Q_U  E  E  N. 

I  could  have  wifli’d  the  fame  propitious  morn, 

That  join’d  our  hands,  had  feen  compleated  too 
Their  plighted  vows. 

ALONZO. 

It  was  my  fondeft  aim. 

But  could  a  father’s  loye  to  fuch  a  fon 
Deny  what  his  impatient  courage  urg’d  ? 

Some  ftiort  delay,  fome  refpite,  till  his  arm 
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6  ELVIRA: 

By  deeds  of  noble  daring  ftiould  have  earn’d 
The  blefling  he  afpir’d  to. 

O.UEEN. 

Yet,  my  lord - 

ALONZO. 

I  plac’d  myfelf  the  fword  within  his  hand. 

And  whetted  his  young  fpjrit.  Fortune  oft 
Companions  youth  moft  willingly,  and  leads 
The  neareft  road  to  fame.  I  then  forefaw. 

He  would  be  all  that  I  had  been  before. 

I  thenceforth  ceas’d  to  conquer,  but  by  him: 

And,  thanks  to  heaven  !  his  adions  have  outgone 
A  parent’s  warmeft  hope. 

Q.U  E  E  N. 

Y  o  this  my  heart 

Gives  unreftrain’d  aflent. 

ALONZO. 

The  Moors,  you  fee. 

Reduc’d  to  fue  for  mercy.  Part,  in  chains, 

His  conquering  arm  confefs,  and  grace  his  triumph  : 

The  reft,  fubdu’d  by  his  victorious  name. 

Lie  trembling  in  the  depth  of  diftant  defarts. 

To  him  what  glory  !  what  true  joy  to  me  ! 

I  now  dare  hope,  he  may  deferve  to  wed 

The  beauty  he  defires.  v 

CLU  E  E  N. 

Forgive  me,  Sir - . 

Have  you  no  doubt,  no  forefight  of  refiftance. 

Nay  of  refufal,  on  the  prince’s  part? 

For  me,  in  fpitd  of  all  my  partial  hopes, 

I  dread  fome  bar,  fome  obftacle  unknown 
Betwixt  us  and  our  wiflies. 

/  ■  s 

ALONZO. 
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ALONZO.  1 

Whence  can  rife 
Sufpicions  fo  unlikely  ? 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

I  have  mark’d. 

With  all  a  mother’s  watchfulnefs  of  fear. 

His  ftrange  demeanor.  Gloomy,  loft  in  thought. 

He  fees  his  bride,  as  if  he  faw  her  not. 

No  beam  of  kindnefs  brightens  in  his  eye; 

No  word  of  tendernefs  melts  from  his  lip; 

As  if  nor  bloom,  nor  grace,  nor  gentle  fpirit 
Grew  with  her  opening  years. 

ALONZO. 

Th’  alarm  is  vain. 

Grant  fome  indulgence  to  the  pride  of  youth, 

An  early  hero’s  ardor,  with  the  blaze 
Of  h  is  firft  conqueft  dazzled  and  engag’d. 

A  fofte^paftion,  doubt  it  not,  will  foon 

it 

Difpel  that  gaudy  dream,  and  leave  his  breaft 
All-open  to  the  better  blifs  that  waits  him. 

'  .  Q_U  E  E  N. 

And  yet,  my  bufy  fears  ftill  whifper  to  me. 

Why  was  he  abfent  this  diftinguifh’d  day  ? 

Why,  with  his  prefence,  deign’d  he  not  to  grace 
My  Ferdinand,  your  brother  and  ally. 

Here  in  the  perfon  of  his  minifter  ? 

Should  he  refift,  my  Lord  ? 

ALONZO. 

Refift  ?  Juft  heaven  ! 

I  fhudder  at  the  thought.  In  fuch  refiftance 
The  rebel  would  at  once  efface  the  fon. 

Ha  !  ftiould  he  pufti  his  pride  to  that  extreme. 

More  guilty  as  the  more  with  glory  bright, 
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He  then  fliould  find,  that  conqueft  and  renown* 

I  hat  even  the  bonds  of  nature,  cannot  free 
A  fubjedf  from  the  laws ;  that  all  are  light 
As  the  blown  bubble,  weigh’d  with  a  king’s  honor 

Q/U  E  E.N. 

Sir,  I  would  yet  advife - - 

ALONZO. 

No  :  a  firft  fubjecl, 

From  whofe  example  each  defcending  rank 
Should  learn  obedience,  is  himfelf  moll  bound. 

In  him  refinance  would  be  deepeft  treafon. 

It  cannot  be,  my  queen  :  turn  we  our  thoughts 
From  fuch  forebodings  of  imagin’d  guilt. 

I  will,  this  coming  moment,  to  the  prineefs 
Difclofe  what  I  have  fix’d.  That  done,  the  prince 
Shall  know  my  laft  refolve. 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

Ah  !  in  what  words  ? 

How  will  a  father  fpeak  it  ? 

ALONZO. 

As  his  king  ! 

'  SCENE  VI. 

*  i 

The  QUEEN,  ELVIRA. 

Q_U  E  E  N. 

Elvira — You  have  heard  your  queen’s  complaints  $ 

Have  heard  too  what  Alonzo,  fix’d  as  fate 
And  refolutely  juft,  has  now  determin’d. 

The  fatal  fecret  that  alarms  us  both, 

I  think,  is  in  your  keeping. 

ELVIRA. 

Heaven  !  in  mine  ? 

QJJEE  N, 
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.  Q_U  E  E  N, 

In  yours.  Whene’er  the  prince  vouchfafes  a  vifit 
To  my  poor  court,  his  eyes  are  ever  turn’d. 

Are  ever  fix’d  ©n  you - What  fhould  that  mean  ? 

ELVIRA, 

Your  words  amaze  me  ! — ■■  -  -  - 

.  *  Q.U  E  E  N. 

Are  Almeyda’s  charms3 
Whatever  Nature’s  kindeft  hand  can  lavifh 
On  favor’d  youth,  to  juftify  at  full 
A  mother’s  fondnefs — tell  me,  are  thofe  charms 
Hid  but  from  him  ?  while  all  beholders  elfe 
Divide,  with  mine,  the  tranfports  they  confefs, 

They  fee  in  her  combin’d  each  brighter  grace 
Of  look  and  air,  fee  virtue’s  fairefi:  ftamp 
Upon  her  brow  impreft,  and  over  all 
And  all  exalting,  model!  ignorance 
Of  her  own  worth  :  And  have  I  yet  to  fear. 

For  fuch  a  daughter,  coldnefs  or  difdain  ? 

ELVIRA. 

How  can  you  deem  the  prince  fo  Hern  of  nature. 

That  beauty  has  no  power  upon  his  heart  ? 

No,  Madam,  he  has  felt  it,  and  admires 
Its  awful  influence  in  Almeyda’s  eyes  ! 

Q^U  EEN. 

You  know  it  then  ? 

ELVIRA. 

It  is  not  mine  to  read 

_  i 

The  fecret  of  his  bofom  ;  but  he  oft, 

With  me  confefling  her  fuperior  charms. 

And  that  true  virtue,  lovely  as  unfeign’d. 

The  beam  that  lights  thofe  beauties  into  blaze. 

Has  oft  proclaim’d  her  all  your  fondnefs  thinks. 

QU  EEN. 
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&  ELVIRA: 

CLU  EEN, 

And  fought  out  you,  and  only  you,  to  pour 
His  amorous  rapture  in  your  willing  ear  ? 

Indeed  ! — Elvira — tremble  !  You  but  pull 
Dedrudlion  on  your  head — yes,  fure  deftrudlion. 

By  daring  to  deceive  me  !  No  :  not  her, 

When  you  are  by,  his  theme  is  not  Almeyda. 

Of  you  he  talks  ! 

ELVIRA, 

Of  me  ! 

Q_U  EEN. 

Of  you  alone  ! 

You  either  dare  to  love — or,  calm  my  fears. 

And  point  me  to  the  bofom  I  fhould  pierce  f 

For  here— I  here  difclofe  my  inmoft  foul _ — 

She,  the  rafh  fair  one,  who  fhould  lift  her  eyes 
To  that  forbidden  height ;  fhould  wound  my  bread:, 

A  parent’s  bread:,  in  its  mod:  tender  fenfe. 

She,  the  devoted  vidfim  of  my  rage, 

The  wretch,  the  vain  prefumer,  then  fhould  feel 
How  far  a  mother  and  a  queen  can  punifh  ! 

ELVIRA. 

Ye  faints  and  angels  !  — Madam,  let  calm  reafon _ 

<LU  EEN. 

My  daughter  is  to  me  health,  pleafure,  fame  !  *  * 

My  fum  of  good  or  ill  is  wrapt  in  her  ! 

Mine  her  affront,  her  rival  too  is  mine  ! 

And  to  revenge  her,  earth  and  heaven  in  vain 
Would  bar  my  way.  I  am  on  fire  to  know 
Where  I  fhould  drike.  Then—  mark  me— find  her  out. 
This  guilty  head — or  ruin  hangs  o’er  thine  ! 
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SCENE  VII. 

^  * 

ELVIRA. 

What  have  I  heard  !  If  my  ftun’d  ear  may  credit 
Her  direful  threats,  the  tempeft  is  at  hand 
I  hat  mull  o  erwhelm  us  both  !  And  yet  how  ftrm„ 
Amid  thefe  horrors,  would  my  heart  be  found. 

If  only  I  flood  obvious  to  the  bolt ! 

It  all  my  fears  were  for  myfelf  alone  ! 

SCENE  VIII. 

ELVIRA,  DON  PEDRO,  RAMIREZ. 

DON  PEDRO. 

Elvira  !  my  foul’s  happinefs— , 

ELVIRA. 

-Ah  !  Prince ! 

I  have  to  tell— O  heaven  ! — But  look  that  none* 

No  eye  may  here  furprize  us. 

DON  PEDRO. 

You,  Ramirez, 

W  ill  watch  without.  Now,  in  the  name  of  love, 

AV  hat  mean  thefe  {Learning  eyes  ?  this  face  o’ercaft 
AVith  dark  deipair  ?  Speak,  fave  me  from  my  fears, 
Sufpence  is  torture  ! 

ELVIRA. 

And  difeovery,  death  ! 

My  Lord  !  my  hufband !  now  the  hour  is  come. 

The  fatal  moment  my  fad  thought  prefag’d  ! 

Even  at  the  facred  altar,  when  our  hearts 

Were  wedded  with  our  hands,  even  then  I  fear’d  it— 

O  were  the  threaten’d  ruin  all  my  own  ! 

DON 
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n  ELVIRA: 

DON  PEDRO. 

Our  fate  is  one  ;  our  happinefs  or  woe 

Infeparably  link’d - But  whence,  my  love. 

This  deep  alarm  ? 

ELVIRA. 

Your  marriage  with  the  Princefs — 
O  thence  it  fprings  !  Alonzo  too  has  nam’d 
Th’  approaching  hour  to  tell  you,  it  is  fix’d  ! 

Yet  more,  th’  offended  Queen  fufpedfs  our  loves  ! 
Had  you  beheld  the  rage  to  which  her  foul 

Abandons  all  its  faculties ! - And  now* 

Made  furious  by  defpair,  to  what  a  height 
Will  jealoufy  tranfport  her,  when  its  eye. 

In  this  fufpe&ed  miftrefs,  finds  a  wife  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

Yet,  calm  thy  fears.  Since  on  Don  Pedro’s  faith 
Depends  the  facred  charge  of  faving  thee, 

His  fum  of  blifs  !  what  anger,  whofe  revenge 
Should  wake  fuch  temped  in  Elvira’s  bofom  ? 

ELVIRA. 

Prince,  judge  more  nobly  of  me.  This  alarm 
Is  all  for  him,  whofe  every  pain  is  mine. 

My  dangers  touch  me,  but  as  your  diftrefs  ; 

As  they  muff  wound  —  for  Oh  too  fure  they  will ! 
Thy  generous  bread.  And  it  will  witnefs  for  me, 
The  fplendor  of  a  crown,  that  worfhip’d  fun 
Of  vulgar  eyes,  could  never  dazzle  mine  : 

For  when  I  dar’d,  in  giving  you  my  hand, 

To  violate  the  law,  the  rigid  law. 

That  makes  a  marriage,  fuch  as  mine,  rebellion ; 
I  came  the  willing  victim  of  your  love, 

Refign’d,  devoted  to  whatever  fate 
Heaven  rriay.  referve  for  either  ! 
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DON  PEDRO. 

Yes,  Elvira, 

Thy  generous  virtue  was  the  charm  Supreme 
That  made  me  firft,  and  binds  me  thine,  for  ever ! 

ELVIRA. 

Nor  do  I  now  repent  me.  No,  my  Lord  : 

Even  on  the  fcaffold,  at  the  lifted  ax 

My  heart  could  fmile ;  remembring  it  had  once. 

By  being  yours,  brought  happinefs  to  both. 

DON  PEDRO. 

The  fame  bright  flame,  which  angels  might  avow, 
Infpires  thy  lover’s  breaft— for  fuch  I  am. 

Such  will  to  death  be  found.  The  name  of  wife, 

While  it  refines  this  pafiion,  makes  it  duty  : 

And  if  I  needs  muff  tremble  for  thy  days. 

All  other  names,  however  holy  ^deem’d. 

Son,  fubjedt,  father,  king,  are  light  as  air. 

When  in  the  ballance  laid  to  counterpoife 
Thofe,  ftill  more  facred,  that  connubial  love 
Has  rais’d,  has  fandtify’d— — — ■ 

ELVIRA, 

My  foul  {brinks  back 

With  horror  from  thefe  tranfports.  O  remember. 
When  Hymen’s  fecret  rite  hrft  join'd  our  hands. 
Remember  what  my  tendernefs  exadted, 

And  what  your  vows  affur’d  me— ft  ill  to  hold 
Elvira  dear  ;  but  ftill,  as  death,  to  fhun 
The  crime  of  civil  war !  and  O  what  doom, 

What  fate  foever  heaven  may  have  in  {lore 
For  her  you  honor’d,  never  to  forget. 

Your  father  is  your  fovereign  ! 

DON 
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ELVIRA: 


don  PEDRO. 

t  .  By  the  Power, 

vv  hole  primal  law  has  made  our  being  one  ! 

No  promifes  (hall  flay  a  hufband’s  ami 

From  filtering  thee.  There  is  on  earth  no  claim, 

IV o  tie  of  duty  ftrong  enough  to  hold 

My  fierce  impatience.  Thou  to  me  art  all. 

Faith,  virtue,  honor  :  or  thefe  fhadowy  names 
All  vanifh  at  the  brightnefs  of  thine  eye  1 

ELVIRA. 

My  Lord,  I  mull  not  hear  you- - - 

D  O  N  PEDRO. 

Then - retire  : 

Fly,  if  it  muft  be,  this  tumultuous  court, 

This  fcene  of  ftorm  and  danger.  To  the  fhade, 

.  To  that  fweet  folitude  where  full  our  loves 
Were  ratify ’d  and  bleft,  where  calm  Content 
And  true  Repofe  have  fix’d  their  foft  abode. 

Return,  Elvira  :  fafety  there  awaits  thee. 

ELVIRA. 

O  dear  remember’d  fcene  !  O  hours  of  peace 
That  are  no  more  !  Beneath  its  penfive  pines. 

And  by  the  murmurs  of  its  mazy  ftream 
That  breath  d  out  frelhnefs  on  our  fecret  walk. 

The  morn  arofe,  the  peaceful  evening  clos’d 
On  our  united  hearts  !  All  fear  was  far. 

All  jealoufy  of  courts  ;  for  Love  himfelf 
Stood  guardian  of  the  fhade  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

No  more,  no  more  : 

Thefe  thoughts  but  foothe,  but  foften  both  to  weaknefs. 
For  me,  no  color  of  delay  remains. 

I  know  Alonzo  well ;  his  eye  fevere. 

His 
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His  breaft  inflexible  :  and  I  this  hour 

Muft  meet  their  utmoft  terror.  Then  the  Queen-. — 

Should  her  unfleeping  jealoufy  at  laft 

Surprize  the  dangerous  fecret  of  our  loves. 

The  King,  mo  ft  fure,  to  her  inful  ted  pride. 

And  to  the  voice  of  Juftice,  would  give  up 
Elvira’s  head — O  fly,  and  guard  my  foul 
From  this  diftraCting  fear  ! 

ELVIRA. 

It  muft  not  be„ 

For  me  to  fly  at  prefent  would  be  fatal : 

At  once  difclofing  what  with  all  our  care 
We  ftiould  conceal.  ’Tis  fafer  to  remain  ; 

To  guide  our  fteps  with  prudence,  and  our  breafls 
With  firmnefs  arm.  From  this  alarming  hour. 

We  meet  no  more — and  is  it  I,  O  heaven  ! 

Who  give  the  hard  advice  ? — no  more  exchange 
A  look,  a  fmile,  where  other  eyes  are  prefent ; 

For  all  around  are  hoftile  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

Be  it  fo. 

I  go  refolv’d— -But,  O  my  foul’s  beft  treafure  ! 

O’er  every  motion,  every  look  and  word, 

Let  clofe-ey’d  Caution  watch. 

ELVIRA. 

Alas,  my  Lord  ! 

All  that  a  woman’s  feeble  reafon  can, 

Elvira  will  attempt.  Ye  pitying  powers. 

Who  fee  with  what  reluctance  from  his  fight 
I  turn  my  parting  fteps,  around  his  head 
Spread  your  protecting  wings  !  for  oh  !  who  knows 
What  can  allure  us,  but  we  both  receive. 

And  both  an  everlafting  farev/el  give  ! 

End  of  the  firjl  ACT. 

%  i 

x 


y 


) 


1 


1 


ill  c- 


^ 


— - 


riiw  'i*  rtptfeiitv  :  .-rrry? 


»;l  -f.. 


i6 


4  L  V  IR  A: 


A  C  T  II.  SCENE  L 


ALONZO,  ALMEYDa. 


ALONZO. 

N0  more,  Almeyda. 


ALMEYDA. 

Then,  I  hop’d  in  vain 

To  touch  a  King,  in  whom  my  heart  reveres 
A  fecond  father  ?  Yet,  a  while  delay 
This  promis’d  union  of  your  fon  and  me. 

Till  he  himfelf  with  fond  impatience  chides 
The  tardy  hours,  and  preffes  to  be  mine. 

It  moft  becomes  us  both. 

ALONZO. 

'  It  fuits  at  leaf! 

The  confcious  pride  that  dignifies  your  fex. 

More  nicely  fram’d,  more  delicately  coy. 

Than  groffer  man,  fuch  chafte  referve,  that  fpreads 
New  brightnefs  o’er  your  charms,  exalts  them  too. 
Complaint,  on  fuch  a  theme,  would  ill  befeem 

A  virgin’s  mouth.  I  know  it :  and  the  lefs 

» 

You  urge  my  promife,  a  King’s  honor  given 
Exacts,  with  ftri&er  care,  its  full  performance. 

My  orders  are  already  fent. 

ALMEYDA. 

"  OSir, 

If  my  true  cares,  by  all  a  daughter’s  duty. 
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To  merit  your  efteem,  can  have  infpir’d 
Alonzo’s  leaft  regard  ;  and  if  amidft 
A  kingdom’s  high  concerns,  you  deign  a  thought 
On  what  may  ftain  Almeyda’s  life  with  fhame. 

Or  make  it  bright  and  happy  !  yet  recall 
Thofe  orders  :  yet  fufpend— — 

ALONZO. 

Your  words  amaze  me  ! 

I,  in  my  turn,  am  left  in  equal  doubt ; 

Nor  know  I  what  this  ftrange  relu&ance  means. 

My  fon  !  Don  Pedro  ! - is  he  to  your  thoughts 

An  objedl  of  fuch  horror  ?  Why  this  dread 
Of  calling  me  your  father  ?  Muft  I  think 
Contempt  of  him - • 

ALMEYDA. 

$ 

Contempt  ?  Alas,  my  Lord? 
Could  he  deferve  it,  did  my  reafon  judge  him 

Lefs  worthy  of  the  blood  from  whence  he  fprings ; 

I  then — O  Sir  ! — I  then  might  wait  his  pleafure. 

With  lefs  emotion  trembling  at  this  heart. 

To  you  I  dare  difclofe  its  inmoft  weaknefs, 

Tho  (hame  arifes  blufhing  to  forbid  me — — — 

Then  know— -becaufe  I  love — I  dread  his  anfwer  ! 

Yes,  from  the  moment  I  beheld  him  firft, 

A  fudden  foftnefs,  to  myfelf  unknown, 

Sprung  in  my  bofom  ;  charm’d  at  once  and  pain’d  file 
With  all  the  mingled  war  of  love  and  doubt : 

And  gave  me  foon - alas  !  too  foon  to  know, 

Almeyda’s  future  fate  was  in  his  power ! 

And---- if  I  mifs’d  his  heart - - 

C  AL  O  N- 
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ALONZO, 

Proceed,  fair  Princefs, 

1  he  blufli  that  reddens  there  is  Virtue’s  color  : 
t  ier  chafte  hand  fpreads  it.  But  proceed  unmov’d  ; 
And  be  allur’d  a  parent’s  kindeft  ear 
L  open  to  your  tale. 

ALMEYDA, 

I  need  not  fay 

Hotfr,  with  his  rifing  fame,  my  paflion  grew. 

’Twas  glory  fed  it :  and  each  added  conqueft, 

Like  heaven’s  kind  dew  upon  th’  unfolding  rofe. 
Nurs’d  the  new  bloffom  into  ftrength  and  beauty. 
But,  more  unhappy  as  more  fondly  his, 

T  he  cold  that  hangs  on  his  conftrain’d  addrefs 
Is  winter  here,  and  withers  all  my  hopes  ! 

Hence  grows,  my  Lord,  the  backwardnefs  you  blame  : 
Permit  it  to  my  fex,  till  ripening  time 
Shall  warm  his  bofom  into  mutual  foftnefs. 

ALONZO. 

Daughter  '-—for  that  dear  name  is  juftly  due 
To  fuch  exalted  opennefs  of  heart, 

True  Honor’s  fair  companion - trull:  to  me  ; 

Relv  on  all  a  father’s  love.  I  feel. 

Yes,  feel  already  every  foft  emotion  • 

Thefe  tender  names  convey.  Let  not  a  dream, 

A  diftant  doubt  of  ills  impoflible 

%  i 

Alarm  that  gentle  bofom.  No,  Almeyda  ! 

When  you  fhall  learn,  as  inflantly  you  may, 

Not  his  obedience  onlv,  but  his  love, 

Your  fears  will  fly  before  them. 
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SCENE  II. 


ALONZO,  ALMEYDA. 


Sir,  the  Prince  . 

Attends  your  pleafure. 


GUARD. 


ALMEYDA. 

Ah  !  I  muft  be  gone  : 

But  if  my  tears  have  influence - 


ALONZO. 


Go,  my  daughter, 


And  on  my  love  repofe  your  every  care. 

I 

SCENE  III. 

ALONZO,  DON  PEDRO, 
ALONZO  fits. 

My  fubje&s,  Prince,  the  triumphs  of  your  fword 
Have  oft  beheld,  oft  hail’d  with  loud  applaufe  : 
Alonzo  too  has  felt  a  parent’s  fhare 
Of  joy  in  theirs.  The  time  is  come  at  laft 
For  other  feftivals,  the  gentler  triumphs 
That  wait  on  love  and  hymeneal  rites. 

Thele  are  the  honors  that  can  beft  reward 

1 

The  warrior’s  glorious  toils  :  and  much  it  moves 
My  wonder,  Prince,  that  I,  who  ought  to  find 
In  your  impatience  all  a  lover’s  ardor, 

Muft  here  advife,  nay  muft  impofe^  obedience  ! 
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DON  PEDRO. 


Sir,  from  a  father’s  kindnefs  I  had  hop’d 
Commands  lefs  rigid,  lefs  feverely  urg’d  : 

And  that  his  love  would  in  my  filence  read. 
What  filial  reverence  ftifles  on  my  tongue. 

Ah,  Sir  !  recall  this  harfli  command. 

ALONZO. 

1  Recall  it ! 

By  heaven  !  this  rude  demeanour,  ftiould  I  give 
The  rein  to  my  juft  wrath,  might  coft  thee  dear— 
Nor  think  thy  blindnefs  to  Almeyda’s  worth, 

This  favagenefs  of  foul  by  love  unfoften’d. 

Thy  foie  offence. 

DON  PEDRO. 

Alas  !  what  elfe  can  ftir 

My  fovereign’s  anger  ? 


ALONZO. 

A  King’s  word  is  paft  ! 

Alonzo’s  word  and  oath  !  the  league  too  feal’d 
And  ratify’d,  on  this  exprefs  condition  ! 


> 


DON  PEDRO. 

And  yet,  Don  Pedro’s  heart--  ■ 

ALONZO. 

Ha  !  canft  thou  dream. 

The  nuptials  of  a  Prince,  thofe  general  ties 
On  which  depend  the  peace  and  blifs  of  millions. 

Are  bound  with  flowery  bands,  which  Fancy  twifts 
With  idle  fingers  ?  twifts  for  thofe  alone, 

Th’  inferior  herd,  who  live  but  for  themfelves  ? 

Far  other  maxims  guide  the  royal  choice. 

More  noble,  more  exalted.  Not  enflav’d 
By  vulgar  forms,  the  common  good  decides 
A  prince’s  fate  :  and,  where  his  people’s  welfare 
Directs  his  judgment,  there  he  gives  his  hand. 
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DON  PEDRO. 

Then — in  the  deareft  intereft  of  our  heart, 

Its  trued  blifs  or  its  fevered  woe. 

The  heart  itfelf  has  no  eledlion  left ! 

This  would  be  binding  hard,  nay  rivetting, 

Thofe  artificial  chains,  which  Craft  of  date 
Firft  forg’d,  and  Vanity  dill  deigns  to  wear. 

Yet  Nature  has  her  claims,  her  elder  rights, 

More  holy,  more  inviolably  binding. 

Are  thefe  extinguilh’d  only  to  the  wretch. 

Who,  neared  to  a  throne,  is  moft  a  flave  ? 

The  loweft  flave - 

ALONZO. 

What  mean’ll  thou  ?  Whither  tends 
This  raving  talk  ? 

DON  PEDRO. 

Yes,  here  the  cottage-hind, 

Burnt  by  the  beam  or  (hivering  in  the  (hade* 

Smote  by  the  fore  viciflitude  thro  life 
Of  cold,  heat,  hunger,  is  a  king  to  him. 

He,  with  his  heart,  can  freely  give  his  hand  : 

Can  chufe — Ah,  Sir,  you  tremble  with  your  anger— 
But,  at  your  knees,  behold  a  fon  with  pity  ! 

O  with  a  father’s  gracious  ear  receive 
What  now  he  mufl  unfold  ! 

ALONZO. 

Thou  (halt  be  heard. 
That  juftice  bids  ;  by  whofe  eternal  rule 
All  kings  ihould  reign.  Arife. 

DON  PEDRO, 

When  fird  the  Mother 
Of  Ferdinand  became  your  Queen,  alas  ! 

You  deign’d  not,  Sir,  to  read  my  heart,  or  know 
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ELVIRA: 

Tne  fprings  that  move  it;  but  engag’d  your  faith? 
And  promis  d  me  at  once  to  his  fair  Sifter. 

ALONZO. 

True  :  and  that  promife  is  inviolable. 

What  would  a  king  be,  where  the  reverent  awe 
hat  makes  his  perfon  facred,  fhould  mankind 
Not  dare  to  reft  their  faith  upon  his  honor? 

Aik  thy  own  bofom. 

DON  PEDRO. 

0  !  I  well  believe. 

The  youth,  the  beauty  of  that  charming  maid 

Left  you  no  doubt  of  their  full  influence 

$ 

On  my  touch’d  heart :  you  could  not  then  forefee 

The  bar  invincible  it  ftill  oppofes - - 

I  fpeak  it  with  regret — to  this  wifli’d  union. 

A  L  O  N  Z  O,  rifing. 

Am  I  awake  ? 

DON  PEDRO. 

I  feel,  feverely  feel. 

Fair  as  fhe  is,  fhe  never  can  be  mine. 

"1  ho  Beauty  form’d  her  in  the  trueftmold, 

Tho  Love  has  added  to  her  flowering  youth 
Each  winning  grace,  each  air  of  fweet  attraction; 
By  all  unmov’d,  how  can  I  bear  the  thought 
Of  wedding  her  my  heart  can  never  own  ? 

O  !  if  my  foul  is  precious  in  your  fight. 

If  virtuous  deeds,  infpir’d  by  your  example. 

Have  made  me  not  unworthy  to  be  call’d 
The  foil  ©[  him  who  moft  adorjis  a  throne  ; 

Fo  Nature’s  nobler  law  let  thofe  of  ftate 
for  once  give  place  !  and  fave  a  breaking  heart. 
That  cannot  to  itfelf  be  falfe  or  bafe, 

My  fire  and  fovereign  !  fave  it  from  the  crime 
Of  difobedience  ! 


A  L  ON- 
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A  T  R  A  G  E  D  Y, 

ALONZO. 

Thou  haft  faid  :  and  (fill 
A  parent’s  fondnefs  here  is  ftrongly  pleading 
The  caufe  of  Mercy  for  thee.  Yet,  be  warn’d  ; 
That  parent  is  thy  king  !  and  all  his  love 
Will  plead  in  vain  againft  the  voice  of  duty. 

The  fandtity  of  thrones  (hould  be  preferv’d, 

Like  that  of  altars,  pure  ;  the  faith  of  leagues. 
Inviolate,  as  Heaven’s  own  law  fupreme. 

And  would  ft  thou,  by  the  breach  of  tics  like  ours, 
Wouldft  thou  afford  to  Ferdinand  pretence 
For  kindling  up,  as  then  he  fairly  might. 

The  flames  of  cruel  and  confuming  war, 

And  leave  to  us  the  deep,  the  long  remorfe 
Of  (bedding  in  a  caufe,  unjuft  and  bale. 

The  blood  of  thoufands  ? 

DON  PEDRO.  • 

Can  Alonzo  fear 

To  lio-ht  a  fire  of  ftubble,  which  his  nod 
Extinguifhes  at  once  ?  Secure  to  conquer, 

Whv  fhun  to  fight  r  The  laurel  in  our  reach, 
Why  paufe  to  make  it  ours  ?  No  :  rather  urge, 
Invite  a  foe,  your  power  is  fure  to  crufli ; 

And,  from  the  wifn’d  occafion,  add  Caftile 
To  thofe  late  conquefts  that  renown  your  arms. 
Let  neighbouring  nations  feel,  with  dread  and  rev 
Th’  afcendant  of  your  genius :  while  your  fon. 

In  fuch  a  finning  path,  (hall  count  it  glory 
With  his  laft  blood  to  feal  a  father’s  fame  ! 

ALONZO.  ~ 

Such  talk  may  fuit  the  foe  of  human  kind, 

A  hero’s  mouth,  whofe  bufinefs  is  deftrudlion  . 
But  I  muft  adt  a  nobler  part — a  King’s  ! 

The  father  and  preferver  of  his  people  ! 

‘  C  4  •'  “  * 
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H  ELVIRA: 

. 

We  wir  for  them  alone,  to  make  them  fafer 
And  happier  by  our  triumphs.  Other  wars. 

Of  mad  ambition  or  of  blind  revenge. 

But  fiiame  the  prince,  and  curfe  the  land  he  rules. 

And  may  the  Nimrods  of  each  blood-ftain’d  age, 

UV  exterminating  Demons  of  mankind. 

Reap  horror  for  their  portion  !  Are  we  rais’d 
Alone  to  conquer  ?  Are  mankind  but  made. 

That  we,  as  luft  or  fury  drives  our  will. 

Should  traffic  with  their  blood  ?  We  are  the  guardians 
Of  free-born  men,  not  lords  of  flavifh  herds. 

Upon  their  blifs  is  built  our  trueft  fame  : 

And  when  we  deviate  from  that  glorious  end* 

We  are  not  kings,  but  robbers,  but  affaflins. 

Keep  thefe  fair  maxims  ever  in  your  eye ; 

And  when  my  death  fhall  make  this  fceptre  yours. 
Remember  and  fulfill  them.  Now,  Don  Pedro, 

My  fubje<3  now,  fubmiflion  is  thy  part. 

Acquit  my  promife,  make  Almeyda  thine ; 

For  thus,  and  in  one  word,  thy  king  commands  it. 

DON  PEDRO. 

O  hear  me,  and  recall  the  fiern  command — — 

Ah  then — in  one  word  too— for  what  I  am 
Permits  no  more — I  cannot. 

ALONZO. 

'  Ha! 

SCENE  IV. 

,  * 

ALONZO,  D  O  N  P  E  D  R  O,  the  Q_U  E  E  N, 

ELVIRA. 

ALONZO. 

This  rebel 

Refills  me  to  my  face,  and  flicws  unveil’d 

That 


/ 


A  TRAGEDY. 


25 


That  unfubmitting  pride,  which  my  fond  love 
Durft  not  forefee.  By  this  determin'd  infult 
To  your  Caftile,  he  covers  me  and  you, 

And  your  Almeyda,  with  one  common  fhame  : 

And  doubt  I  ftill  to  punifh  him  ? — But,  tell  me. 

Say,  is  there  not  fome  partner  of  his  guilt, 

Some  dark  accomplice,  whofe  pernicious  counfel 
Thus  hardens  him  in  guilt  ? 

Q_U  E  E  N. 

You  fee  her  there, 

Th’  accomplice  you  would  find  f 

ALONZO. 

Elvira  ! 

ELVIRA. 

/ 

Me  V 

Q.U  E  E  N. 

Drawn  from  his  duty  by  her  feeble  charms. 

Aided,  no  doubt,  with  all  th*  enfnaring  fkill 
Of  female  arts,  to  this  degenerate  pafiion 
He  poorly  offers  up  Almeyda’s  worth. 

And  feeds  a  fubjedt’s  vanity  by  boafting, 

How  rich  a  vidtim  bleeds  before  her  fhrine  f 

ALONZO. 

Amazement !  Can  it  be  ? 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

It  is  not  now 

I  firft  difcover  whence  his  coldnefs  grows. 

Day  after  day  have  I  beheld  his  eye 
Of  love  and  foftnefs  ever  hung  on  hers : 

Nay,  when  alone,  when  I  the  dreadful  truth 
Try ’d  to  explore,  the  ffarting  tear,  that  ftole 
Down  her  flufh’d  cheek,  difcover’d  all  I  fear’d. 

Even  now~I  fcarce  had  reach’d  my  own  apartment  — 

The 
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E  L  V  I  R  A: 

I  hey  met  in  fecret ;  and  in  fecret  long 
Converting,  parted,  each  with  dreaming  eyes. 
And  lee,  my  Lord,  read  on  their  guilty  cheeks 
Dilorder  and  alarm  ! 

ELVIRA. 

I  am  accus’d - 

But  ’tis  in  vain- — Sufpicions  are  not  proofs - - 

Th’  imputed  crime — - — 

DON  PEDRO. 

...  .Elvira,  we  are  born 
Above  didimulation.  Yes — I  love; 

And  dare,  without  a  blufh,  avow  my  pafilon  ; 
The  object  makes  it  glory — But,  on  me. 

On  my  devoted  head  fall  your  full  vengeance  : 
Elvira,  Sir,  is  guiltlefs.  She - 

ALONZO. 

Be  dumb  ! 


Ungrateful !  cruel  ! 


ELVIRA. 

Hear  Elvira  fpeak. 

Make  her,  untry’d,  unjudg’d,  the  facridce  ! 

If  fo  fair  peace  betwixt  you  and'  the* prince 
Might  be  redor’d,  a  death  fo  judly  due 
Would  be  my  deared  with  !  „ 

ALONZO. 

What  ?  what  remains  ? 

Let  her  own  chamber  henceforth  be  her  prifon, 

Till  the  her  conduct  judihes  at  full. 

Madam,  with  you  I  trud  her :  be  it  yours 
To  keep  her  perfon  fafe. 

DON  PEDRO. 

Good  angels  guard  it ! 

With  whom,  my  gracious  Lord — Ah  !  in  what  hands 
Do  you  entrud  her  tender  frame  ? 

ALON- 


ALONZO. 

Peace  !  peace  ! 

Nor  farther  urge  my  fury — I  fufpend 

Thy  fate  fome  moments  :  this  laft  day  is  given  thee 

Yet  to  reflect  ;  yet  to  efface  thy  crime 

By  prompt  obedience.  Should  it  pafs  in  vain— ^ 

Thou  art  no  more  my  fon  !  Away. 

DON  PEDRO,  a  fide. 

Too  foon 

I  may  return — more  guilty  than  I  go  ! 

SCENE  V. 

ALONZO,  the  QUEEN,  ELVIRA, 

ALONZO. 

Thou  feeft,  O  heaven  !  the  horrors  of  my  lot  \ 

That  I  may  foon,  in  this  offending  fon, 

Be  forc’d  to  punifh  whom  I  hold  moft  dear. 

Oppofe  not  now  the  Monarch  to  the  Father  ! 

My  heart  would  be  the  firft  :  imperious  duty, 

J  L  J  T 

Alas  !  may  drive  me  to  affert  the  King. 

Then  teach  fubmiffion  to  his  flubborn  will. 

That  he  may  yet  repent,  and  I  be  bleft  ! 

SCENE  VI. 

The  QJJ  E  E  N,  ELVIRA. 

Q.U  E  E  N. 

You  fee,  your  eyes  enjoy  the  Cruel  triumph 
Of  our  delpair.  But  you  are  now  my  prifoner, 

[Guards  enter  % 

And,  with  your  head,  {hall  anfwer  what  befalls  ! 

For  could  your  arts  difarm  Alonzo’s  wrath, 
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ELVIRA: 

You  never  {hall  entreat  a  Mother’s  heart. 

By  jealous  honor  made  inexorable. 

Nay  more  ;  fhould  I  refign  the  loofen’d  rein 
To  my  full  rage,  one  vi&im  were  too  few  ! 

The  cruel  Prince,  who  dares  to  ftain  our  name 
With  this  difgrace,  may  then—The  blood  forfakes 
Your  cheek  at  his  imagin’d  danger — Know, 

And  let  it  fhake  your  inmoft  foul !  the  fear 
You  fhew  for  him- — but  wings  the  fate  of  both  ! 

SCENE  VII. 
ELVIRA. 

I  rife  above  all  horrors  for  myfelf 
Of  torments  or  of  death.  Don  Pedro’s  fate. 
Inhuman  queen  !  his  fate  alone  can  wound 
Elvira’s  bread  :  her  own  fhe  fcorns  to  feel. 

Ills,  that  but  touch  ourfelves,  all  difappear ; 

For  what  we  love,  we  only  know  to  fear  ! 


End  of  the  feccnd  ACT, 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


ALONZO,  the  QUEEN. 


ALONZO. 


7  E  S,  let  her  come.  The  juftice  of  a  King, 


X  That  law  fupreme  which  ever  ought  to  guide 
His  public  will,  requires  fhe  fhould  be  heard. 

Her  virtues  too,  and  the  fair  fervices 
To  former  monarchs  and  to  me  perform’d 
By  her  forefathers,  make  it  jufter  ftill. 


Q_U  E  E  N. 


What  would  you  more  ?  Is  not  her  guilt  confefs’d 
In  that  unworthy  paffion  fhe  infpires  ? 


Nor  is  the  pride  of  her  ambition  bounded 


Barely  to  fuffer  it :  I  know,  my  Lord, 

That  drawing  glory  from  her  conqueft  won. 
She  fpares  no  grace,  no  favor,  to  maintain  it,. 


ALONZO. 


Such  oft  is  woman  feen  :  to  Vanity, 

To  that  mere  idol ---yet  their  greater  god  ; 


For  Love  himfelf  holds  but  the  fecond  place- 
Devoting  even  that  honor  they  oppefe 
To  Nature’s  law  ! 


Q_U  EEN, 

And  will  you  leave  her  th m 
To  boaft  this  triumph  o’er  a  monarch’s  oath  ? 


Leave  her  at  large  to  ftretch  her  boundlefs  fway. 
Up  from  your  meanefl  fubje£t  to  the  throne; 
Where  fhe  will  reign  imperious  in  a  heart 
By  love  enflav’d ;  perpaps  decide  the  fate, 


The 


Kc'5»i  •<  >v 


30 


ELVIRA 


The  being  of  an  infant,  yet  unhorn, 

Who  is  to  heir  your  throne  ! 

.  ALONZO. 

I  hear,  and  weigh 

What  you  fo  juftly  urge  :  and  my  firft  thought 
Was,  with  her  death,  to  have  atton’d  her  crime. 

But  no:  that  were  on  the  wild  fea  of  paffion 
To  drive  at  random,  as  th’  unguided  bark 

Is  borne  before  the  blaft— She  {hall  be  heard _ — 

Yourfelf  {hall  hear  her  ;  found  her  fecret  aims, 

Aild  fearch  thro  all  the  woman  in  her  foul. 

You  know  my  thoughts,  and  what  I  purpofe  for  her  : 
Set  thofe  in  open  light  before  her  eyes, 

With  firmnefs— - but  with  temper. 


SCENE  If. 


Q_U  E  E  N. 

Wife  men  tell  us 

That  deep  diflembling  is  th’  imperial  art 
By  which  kings  reign  ;  and  that  its  myftic  veil 
Muft  ftiM  be  drawn  betwixt  them  and  the  eyes 
Of  their  prefuming  fubjedts.  Muff  I  ftoop 
To  this  felt  bafenefs  ?  Is  a  fovereign’s  will 
By  thofe  to  be  controll’d  whom  heaven  ordains 
The  vafials  of  his  nod  ;  to  crouch  and  kifs 
The  foot  that  fpurns  them  ?  Well ;  this  art  for  once^ 
Descending  from  myfelf,  I  will  efiay- 


Guard,  call  your  prifoner  hither— and  affume. 
If  yet  I  can— -for  juft  difdain  forbids  it- 


This  gentlenefs  of  look  that  is  prefcrib’d  me. 
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A  TRAGEDY. 
SCENE  III. 


The  Q_U  E  E  N,  E  L  V  I  R  A. 

.  .  • 

K  ,  s  ,  * 

Q_U  E  E  N. 

Draw  near— Elvira. 

ELVIRA. 

Now  afliffc  me,  heaven  ! 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

Your  fears,  perhaps,  have  form’d  fome  direful  image 
Of  the  King’s  wrath  ;  fome  fanguinary  purpofe. 

By  which  your  doom  already  is  pronounc’d. 

Thofe  fears  reprefs,  and  with  the  calmed:  ear  ) 

Attentive  mark  me.  You,  beneath  this  roof. 

Have  wide-difFus’d  the  flames  of  hateful  difcord. 

It  may  be,  undeflgning  ;  and  the  crime 
Your  eyes  have  caus’d,  your  heart  may  difavow.  * 

ELVIRA. 

You  judge  me  fairly,  Madam  ! 

Q_U  EEN. 

Yet,  attend. 

I  dare  not  think  you  {hare  Don  Pedro’s  fault. 

Encouraging  the  rebel  in  his  bread: 

O  O 

By  favor  or  connivance.  You  too  well 
Mud:  know  the  didance,  not  to  be-  furpafs ’d, 

Betwixt  you  and  the  throne.  It  is  a  height 
A  fubjedPs  eye  mud  from  afar  behold, 

With  reverent  awe,  but  never  hope  to  reach  ? 

I  know  you  fair  and  virtuous :  thefe  endowments, 

That  now  adorn  you,  if  bedow’d  aright, 

May  make  you  happy  too. 

ELVIRA. 

What  mean  you,  Madam? 

Q.UEEN, 


3*  ELVIRA: 

V  ^ 

au  E  E  N- 

Hear  what  Alonzo  fpeaks  by  me.  He  owns 
The  ftate  a  debtor  to  your  great  forefathers. 

For  conquefts  won,  for  blood  profufely  fpilt. 

Not  here  alone  in  this  our  weftern  world, 

But  in  rcmoteft  regions,  where  the  fun 
Looks  down  diredt  at  noon.  He  bids  me  dwell. 
With  chief  regard,  on  what  he  owes  Alphonfo, 

Your  Grandfire,  that  good  man  who  form’d  his  youth 
To  love  of  virtue  ;  whofe  paternal  care 
Taught  him,  with  no  unequal  hand,  to  wield 
This  kingdom’s  fceptre. 

ELVIRA,  oftde . 

Whither  tends  her  purpofe  l 
Q^U  E  E  N. 

And  when  a  king  recounts  a  fubjedl’s  worth, 

What  he  has  prais’d  his  glory  bids  him  pay 
With  ample  retribution.  You  ftiall  find 
He  now  refolves  no  lefs — -Rodrigo  loves  you  ; 
Rodrigo,  near  of  kindred  to  the  throne. 

I  know  he  loves  you. 

ELVIRA,  a fide, 

I  am  loft  for  ever  ! 

Q_TJ  E  E  N. 

He  oft  has  urg’d  Alonzo  to  reward 
His  ardent  flame  :  and  by  a  gift  fo  noble. 

Your  fovereign  deems  not  his  imperial  houfe 
Diminifli’d  in  its  luftre.  No  :  the  world. 

By  this  great  inftance,  fhall  be  taught  to  know. 

He  holds  that  man,  who  train’d  a  king  to  honor, 

As  fecond  only  to  the  Prince  he  form’d. 

ELVIRA.  ' 

I  hear  with  wonder  this  exalted  ftrain 
Of  royal  gratitude.  Yet,  Madam,  think, 
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The  blood*  they  {bed  for  him,  of  right  was  his  ^ 

And  to  have  loft  it*  at  fair  honor’s  voice* 

Its  own  bright  recotripence  !  He  who  is  call’d 
To  ferve  his  country,  if  he  has  deferv’d 
That  glorious  truft,  is  paid  by  fcrving  well  ! 

But  if,  too  gerlerous,  great  Alonzo’s  bounty 
Deigns  to  reward  their  fervices  in  me, 

Tho  duty  has  no  right — 

Q_U  EEN. 

You  hefitate. 

Speak  boldly  :  let  your  ampleft  claim  be  (hewn© 

ELVIRA. 

Then  know,  the  foie  return  Elvira  ajfks — 

Is  to  be  miftrefs  of  her  humble  fate  ; 

That  far  from  courts,  and  to  Rodrigo  loft. 

She  may  with  gentle  peace  live  out  her  days! 

(i.U  EEN. 

Your  pride  difdains  him  then  ? 

ELVIRA. 

Pride  dwells  not  here  $ 

T o  fuch  a  gueft  this  bofom  is  a  ftranger. 

Q^U  EEN. 

Yet  can  refufe*  thro  mere  humility* 

.  A  prince  from  great  Alonzo’s  blood  deriv’d  ? 

# 

And  dare  to  tell  it  me  ? 

ELVIRA. 

I  dare  to  think, 

That  all  the  brighteft  honors  Hymen  fpreads. 

When  he  would  join  oilr  hands,  are  airy  toys* 

Or  glittering  load  ;  if  love  attends  not  too, 

To  plight  confenting  hearts. 

Q^U  EEN. 

I  fee  thro  vours  ! 

J  —  ‘  ‘  4 

I  fathom  its  laft  depth  ! 

D  ELVIRA. 
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ELVIRA 


ELVIRA.  ' 

Then  you  may  find, 

Whftt  equal  Nature  has  to  all  indulg’d, 

Even  to  its  pooreft  creatures,  truth  and  worth. 

The  inmates  of  this  heart! 

Q.U  E  E  N, 

To  boaft  thy  virtues 
Before  t'hy  queen  is  infult. 

ELVIRA. 

Madam,  no — 

O  my  full  foul,-!* — but  juftice  done  myfelf  [*Aftde, 
To  you  is  higheft  reverence.  Truth  (hould  ever 
Be  found  a  fubje&’s  language  to  the  throne : 

And  I  but  meant  to  fay,  our  weaker  fex, 

Even  I,  may  think  up  to  that  height  of  honor. 

Which  in  all  ages  has  enobled  Man  ! 

The  fame  bleft  power — 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

’Tis  well  !  thy  foul  is  trac’d 
Thro  all  its  doubling  mazes.  Thofe  fufpicions 
I  fought  to  banifh,  now  are  truths  confirm’d ! 

Ambitious  !  yes,  I  mark  the  daring  height, 

The  wild  excefs,  to  which  your  pride  of  heart 
Elates  imagination  !  you  referve 
That  beauty  for  Don  Pedro  !  you  revolt 
A  prince,  a  fon,  againft  his  king  and  father  ? 

ELVIRA. 

You  wrong  me,  madam.  By  the  faith  fincere 
I  owe  my  king,  this  bofom  never  lodg’d 
A  thought  againft  his  dignity  or  peace. 

And  if  the  Prince— *1  (hall  betray  my  heart— 

If  I  had  power  upon  Don  Pedro’s  will, 

Eternal  Concord  with  her  (heltermg  wing, 

Should  ever  guard  the  throne. 


[*Aftde< 


Q_U  E  E  N 
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Q.U  E  E  N. 

And  what  is  fhe, 

y 

Whofe  great  ambition  bufys  thus  itfelf 
In  matters  of  fuch  weight  ?  unfummon’d  too 
"To  this  high  tafk  ?— Am  I  awake  ?  Elvira  ! 

\Vhat  art  thou  ? 

ELVIRA. 

Mock  me  not — A  fubje£t,  madam  3 
A  fubjelft  and  your  fervant — yet  the  child 
Of  Reafon,  born  to  think  and  a£t  with  choice  ! 

Sprung  too  from  fuch  a  race,  fo  great  and  good., 

Their  daughter  dares  not  deviate  into  bafenefs* 

By  wedding  where  (he  loves  not  ! 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

I  have  found  it  f 

A  Have  to  this  rebellious  pailion’s  force, 

Don  Pedro  burns  to  mount  a  vacant  throne 

y 

That  you  may  there  be  worfhip’d  as  his  queen _ - 

Ha  !  yet — who  knows — it  may,  it  may  be  true. 

That,  fpurning  all  the  ties  of  facred  law. 

He  is  alieady  yours  !  Perhaps,  his  fate 
A  fecret  *iarriao;e  has  already  fix’d  ! 

Should  it  be  fo,  fhould  he  have  funk  the  throne 
To  that  difgrace — the  bolt  is  lanc’d  already. 

That  ftrikes  you  into  dull  !  Ycur  grand-fire,  yes.* 

The  very  man,  whofe  loyalty  I  boafted 

Prefcrib’d  this  law.  Think  of  it  well— Ah  heaven  f  * 

T/hat  mingled  uproar  this  way  fwells  its  ftorm  ? 

\*A  great  /bout  is  heard ,  and  the  found  of 
trumpets  at  a  dtf  and. 


B 


sceMe 


I 


tJl 


36 


ELVIRA: 


SCENE.  IV. 

m  QJJ  EEN,  ELVIRA,  MENDOZA. 

Q.U  EEN, 

Mendoza !  foeak. 


MENDOZA. 

Madam,  the  city  fwarms, 
In  every  flreet,  with  multitudes  enrag'd, 
Who  to  the  palace  urge  their  furious  courfe. 
I  came  to  know — 


SCENE  V. 

The  Q.U  EEN,  ELVIRA,  MENDOZA. 

RODRIGO. 

Not  here  !  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Q_U  EEN. 

Rodrigo — what ! 

RODRIGO. 

The  fum  of  all  misfortunes  ! 

Arms  in  his  hands  and  fury  in  his  eyes, 

Don  Pedro,  with  a  hoft  of  gather’d  rebels. 

Already  fills  the  fquare,  and  threatens  loudly 
DeftruAion  on  our  heads— I  mull  return  : 

The  king  may  want  our  fwords. 


The 


SCENE  VI. 

Q_U  EEN,  ELVIRA. 

Q_U  EEN., 

Perfidious !  fee, 


Behold  the  curs’d  cffe&s 


ELVIRA. 
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A,  TRAGEDY. 

ELVIRA. 

O  Madam,  fpare 

This  fruitlefs  infult.  Can  Elvira  dread 
Your  impotence  of  anger,  while  her  fears 
Embrace  alike  Alonzo  and  his  fon  ? 

My  bofom  bleeds  for  both  !  But  Oh  the  prince  ! 
Whate’er  his  fate  may  be,  the  fame  defpair 
Abides  this  tortur’d  heart— fmce  I  muft  weep 
His  life,  or  virtue,  loft  !  . 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

And  dares  thy  pride 
Affe<S  this  glorious  forrow,  when  ’tis  you, 

Y ou  only  who  have  plung’d  him  into  guilt  ? 

But  yet — and  let  it  as  the  knell  of  death 
Sound  in  thine  ear — alone  he  ftvall  not  fall ! 

The  thunder  o’er  thy  head — think  of  it — thin^ 
Thou  art  my  prifoncr  ftill  ! 

ELVIRA, 

I  think  withall. 

The  death  you  threaten  is  but  my  enlargement 
From  life’s  low  dungeon,  from  its  galling  chains. 

To  boundlefs  freedom  and  to  blifs  fupreme, 

Referv’d  by  gracious  heaven  fqr  every  wretch 
Who  fuffers  here  unjuftly  ! 

Trumpets  found  again , 

SCENE  VIE 

The  C^U  E  E  N,  ELVIRA,  an  Officer* 

i 

Olu  e  e  n. 

Ha  !  what  means 
l  hy  look  of  wild  diftra&ion  ? 

D  3 
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OFFICER. 


3* 


ELVIRA, 

OFFICER. 


Mighty  Queen, 

Don  Pedro — 

Q_U  E  E  N. 

What  of  him? 

OFFICER. 

Has  broken  down 

The  palace-gates ;  and  now  is  rufhing  forward 
To  where  you  ftand — 

Q.UEEN, 

Confufion  !  he  is  here- — • 


i  I 


SCENE  VIII. 

DON  PEDRO,  ELVIRA. 

DON  PEDRO,  to  thofe  behind . 
Keep  clear  the  fecret  pafTage  ;  plant  your  friends 
Thro  all  its  downward  windings  to  the  garden : 

I  follow  on  the  ijiftant. 

Have  I  found  thee. 

My  heart’s  foie  wealth,  the  jewel  of  my  bofom  ! 
Let  me  fecure  it,  let  me  lodge  it  fafe 
Beyond  the  reach  of  robbers. 

ELVIRA. 

Ah  Don  Pedro  \ 

What  have  you  done  ?  O  you  have  loft  for  ever 
A  brighter  gem,  of  dearer  worth  and  price, 

Your  Faith  and  Innocence  !  And  now,  your  deed 
Opens,  my  eyes  on  mine,  and  fets  it  full 
In  all  its  horrors,  all  its  guilt  before  me  ! 

DON  PEDRO, 

Cruel !  what  mean  thy  words  ? 

ELVIRA. 

Ah  me  !  what  means 


This 
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This  blood  upon  thy  (word  ?  Forbid  it,  heaven  ! 
That  what  my  fears  fuggeft — 

DON  PEDRO. 

Thy  fears  are  vain. 
With  care  I  fliun'd  where  ftern  Alonzo  flood. 
And  flem’d  the  tide,  majeftic  tho  alone, 
Oppofing  a  king’s  firmnefs  to  it’s  fury, 

I  turn’d  another  way  :  and  what  you  fee, 

Thefe  fanguine  fiains  are  from  a  vulgar  breafl. 
That  would  have  barr’d  my  paffage  on  to  you. 
Then,  let  us  fly,  my  love. 

ELVIRA. 

Ah,  hope  it  not., 

I  dare  to  dye — but  tremble  at  a  crime  ! 

I  dare  be  deaf  to  love  itfelf,  and  you  ! 

Return,  defend  a  parent  and  a  king. 

Yes,  throw  that  rebel-fword  beneath  his  feet : 
i  lefs  (hall  fuller  from  the  hand  of  fate. 

To  lofe  you,  innocent,  than  fave  you,  guilty  ! 


DON  PEDRO. 

What  I  have  done,  the  meanefi  of  mankind, 

The  peafant,  would  have  dar’d  ;  have  boldly  met. 
With  face  eredt,  earth’s  univerfal  Lord, 

Who  from  his  cottage  had  prefum’d  to  tear 
The  partner  of  his  bofom. 

ELVIRA. 

By  the  hold, 

f  "  . 

J  have  upon  your  heart !  More  dear  than  life; 

Than  fame  itfelf  more  facred  !  yet  refume 

Your  better  thoughts.  Let  me  behold  your  forrow^ 

Your  filial  penitence — 

DON  PEDRO. 

Ah,  let  me  then, 

Let  me  lodge  Thee,  where  my  diftradted  fond  nefs 
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ELVIRA? 

No  more  may  tremble  for  thy  life.  I  then 
Return  to  beg  an  injur’d  fovereign’s  mercy; 

To  afk  it  at  his  knees  :  but,  while  I  fear 
For  thy  dear  fafety,  duty  pleads  in  vatji  1 

ELVIRA. 

Then,  know,  Don  Pedro — fhould  this  guilty  paflion, 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  reafon,  take  no  counfel 
But  from  its  headlong  fury—  here  I  ftay  ! 

I  here  remain,  your  hoftage  and  your  vidtim  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

Thou  Angel-Cruelty  !  does  then  a  wife 
Rejedb  her  hufband’s  aid — 

SCENE  IX.  ' 

■>  * 

ALMEYDA,  ELVIRA,  DON  PEDRO. 

A  L  M  E  Y  D  A, 

Don  Pedro,  fly  ! 

Your  life  is  on  the  caft  :  this  minute’s  chance 
Decides  your  future  fate.  Alonzo  comes  : 

Thofe  clamouring  multitudes,  at  fight  of  him. 

Shrunk  into  tame  fubmifliom  Not  their  boldeft 
Could  bear  the  mingled  dignity  and  wrath 
That  threaten’d  from  his  brow.  Be  gone,  my  Lord3 
Let  not  a  father^  vengeance  find  you  here. 

ELVIRA, 

O  unexampled  goodnefs  !' 

DON  PEDRO, 

Can  it  be  ? 

Do  you  take  part,  Almeyda,  for  his  life. 

The  life  of  One,  who  merits  all  your  hate  ? 

ALMEYDA. 

i 

Ah  no  !  The  jealoufy  of  flighted  love  / 

I  Rifle  here.  My  foul  i$  rais’d  beyond 
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The  bafenefs  of  revenge.  I  pardon  all. 

So  you  are  fafe.  Fly  then,  this  inftant  fly. 

Even  were  it  with  my  rival — 

ELVIRA, 

See  !  Don  Pedr©, 

The  King  appears — 

SCENE  X, 

ALONZO,  DON  PEDRO,  ALMEYDA, 

ELVIRA, 

ALONZO. 

Yes,  thou  of  many  crimes  ! 

Thou  complicated  traitor  !  thou  art  loft. 

Where  mercy  cannot  find  thee — But  behold, 

Lo  where  he  ftands  !  Say,  is  thine  arm  ftill  rais’d, 

Still  eager  for  the  fin  of  parricide  ? 

This  inftant  yield  thy  fword  ;  or  plunge  it  here 
Full  in  a  father’s  breaft, 

DON  PEDRO. 

That  word,  my  Lord, 

That  dreadful  found  has  wrench’d  it  from  my  hand. 

One  moment’s  madnefs  has  not  fo  effac’d 
Great  Nature’s  law,  that  I  fhould  ballance  here. 

And  now,  difarm’d,  I  know  my  ruin  fure  ! 

My  doom  already  paft  !  But  O,  my  Lord, 

0  let  impartial  Juftice  draw  her  line. 

And  feparate  ftri£tly  innocence  from  guilt ! 

ALONZO. 

,  9 

Ha  !  innocence  ? 

DON  PEDRO. 

Elvira’s  fafety,  Sir, 

XJrifheatffd  my  fword.  I  thought  her  life  in  danger  : 
And  to  feoure  my  blifs  in  guarding  that, 

Tempcftuous 
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42  ELVIRA, 

Tempeftuous  paflion  bore  me  into  guilt* 

But  her  firm  virtue,  firm  above  all  fear, 

Deny’d  to  be  th’  accomplice  of  my  crime. 

She  chofe  to  flay,  and  anfvver  with  her  life 
For  my  returning  reafon.  Save  fuch  goodnefs  ; 
Protedf  it.  Sir,  from  one  revengeful  arm. 

I  afk  no  more. 


ALONZO. 

Far  other  cares  fhould  now 
Employ  thy  thoughts.  To  ferve  her  better,  know 
Thou  fhouldff  defend  her  lefs.  ’Tis  thine  to  tremble 
For  her  and  for  tnyfelf  | 

DON  PEDRO. 

If  I  muff  dye. 

Let  Punifhment  at  once  lift  up  her  axe. 

And  ffrike  this  rebel :  for,  while  life  is  mine. 

That  life,  in  her  defence,  will  be  employ’d. 

You  think  this  recent  tumult  quench’d  and  dead  ? 

An  inflant  blows  it  into  fevenfold  flame. 

Your  fubjedfs  then,  let  loofe  from  all  regards. 

May  force  my  prifon-doors,  may  fet  me  free  : 

And  I,  amidft  the  horrors  of  my  rage, 

May  to  its  deep  foundations  fhake  this  realm  ? 

Do  things  that  reafon  fhudders  but  to  think  ! 

In  that  wild  florm,  difeerning,  fparing  none. 

Noble  or  bafe,  but  you  and  this  fair  princefs  ! 

ELVIR  A. 

His  paflion  blinds  him  !  All  the  guilt  is  mine, 

Who  thus  have  arm’d  a  fon  againfl  his  fovereign. 
Then  let  my  head  attpne  if ;  let  my  death 
Reflore  that  peace — 

ALONZO. 

Who  waits  ? — Confine  the  Prince 


To  his  apartment. - 


[' Guards  enter  % 


ALMEYDA, 

» 
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A  L  M  E  Y  D  A. 

Dear  unhappy  youth  ! 

ALONZO. 

And  guard  him  at  the  peril  of  your  Heads. 

[Two  conduct  Don  Pedro  to  bis  Apartment , 
Secure  Elvira  top. 

[She  is  attended  to  hers  by  two  others . 

Stern  Juftice — no, 

I  have  no  fon  !  I  am  no  more  a  father  ! 

Follow  me  not  * — I  would  avoid/'  myfelf,  [*  To  Almeydq, 
Fly  from  mankind,  forfake  this  hated  light, 

Ah d  hide  my  woes  in  death’s  eternal  night ! 


End  of  the  third  A  C  X, 
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ACT  IV.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

RODRIGO,  ALVAREZ. 
ALVAREZ, 


O  U  feem  much  mov’d. 

RODRIGO. 

The  horrid  vjfion  ftilt 
ues  my  wounded  fancy  ! 

ALVAREZ, 


What  have  you  feen  ? 


RODRIGO. 

I  am  not  prone  to  fhape 


Unreal  forms,  with  Superftition’s  eye: 

But  thus  it  was.  There,  in  that  reverend  pile 
Where  reft  the  bones  of  our  departed  kings. 

And  where  in  animated  marbje  rife 

Their  feeptred  forms  around  ;  as  on  my  knees 

I  pour’d  to  heaven  my  heart  in  fecret  prayer, 

At  once  a  more  than  midnight-darknefs  fpred 
O’er  all  the  folemn  feene  :  at  once  was  heard 
A  peal  of  groans,  refounding  from  below  ! 

While  fudden  lightnings,  darted  thro’  the  gloom, 
Shew’d  every  fanguine  ftatue  red  with  blood  ! 
Chief  that  of  old  Alphonfo — you  have  feen  him, 
Elvira’s  grandfire. 


ALVAREZ. 

Yes :  to  crown  whofe  virtues. 


The  reigning  Monarch  plac’d. his  honor’d  form 
Next  thofe  of  our  dead  kinas. 
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RODRIGO.. 

The  very  fame. 

Down  his  ftain’d  armor  ran  the  crimfon  drops. 

And  his  fhook  image  trembled  on  its  bafe  ! 

Now,  if  I  live,  I  faw  it. 

ALVAREZ. 

That  good  angel. 

Who  watches  o’er  our  Rate,  avert  the  dangers 
Such  omens  may  forelhew — The  King  !  he  gnaws 
His  angry  lip,  and  ftorm  is  on  his  brow. 

SCENE  II. 

ALONZO,  RODRIGO,  ,AL  V  A  REZ, 

ALONZO. 

Then — it  is  fix’d — The  Lords  that  you  have  fummon’d. 
Say,  are  they  come  ? 

ALVAREZ. 

They  wait  your  pleafure,  Sir, 

In  the  near  council-chamber 

ALONZO.  Aftde. 

Could  they  fee 

Their  foverelgn’s  breaft  unveil’d  !  but  no :  the  curtain 
Muft  be  clofe-drawn,  that  each  man  may  advife 
As  unimpaffion’d  reafon  guides  him  Leave  me. 


SCENE  III. 
ALONZO. 

Advife  !— * Thou  general  Parent  of  mankind  • 
Who  bidft  thy  fun  arife,  thy  rain  defeend 
On  all  the  various  creatures  thou  haft  made, 
Juft  and  unjuft  alike  !  is  one  fad  father 
Referved,  in  his  grey  years,  himfelf  to  punifh 
'  A  lov’d,  an  only  fon  ?  And  muft  he  fit 

In  judgment  on  him  ?  hear  the  doom  of  death 


My 
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My  foul  revolts,  all  nature  in  my  bofom 
Shrinks  and  ftarts  back  from  this  detefted  duty  j 

But  ’tis  a  King’s - and  thou,  Alonzo,  thou 

Art  he,  that  king  !  O  did  the  beggar  know 
What  fplendid  mifery  is  lodg’d  within 
The  circle  of  a  crown,  he  would  not  Hoop 
His  palfy’d  hand  to  take  it  from  the  dud. 

And  be  its  wearer— What,  or  how  determine  ? 
Was  it  for  this  I  weary ’d  heaven  with  vows 
To  give  my  throne  an  heir  ?  Was  it  in  wrath. 
Heaven  granted  my  requed  ?  and  have  I  form’d 
His  youth  to  glory,  feen  his  fleps  outrun 
The  fwifted  in  her  race,  that  he,  this  fon, 

With  her  frefh  laurel  wreath’d,  diould  bleed  at  lad' 
Beneath  the  murderous  axe  ? 

Guards — bring  my  fon  3 
Conduct  Don  Pedro  hither. 

Once,  once  more 

I  mean  to  hear  him — could  I  pardon  too, 

I  yet  were  bled  !  for  my  torn  bofom  feels 
The  pangs  of  guilt,  in  following  Virtue’s  calk 
Then  fummon  all  the  monarch  to  thine  aid  1 
For  think,  the  prefent,  think,  each  future  age 
Will  fix  their  eyes  of  cenfure  or  applaufe 
On  this  one  a£t  of  thine.  Altho  a  father, 

That  private  name  mud  bend  before  the  large. 

The  univerfal  duties  of  a  fovereign.- 
Quit  we  the  feeptre,  or  its  rights  affert ; 

Chadife  offence,  while  weeping  o’er  th’  offender  :• 
That  humankind  may  tremble  to  tranfgrefs, 

Who  fee  inexorable  Judice  dretch, 

O’er  all  alike,  her  rod  of  punifhment ; 

Not  even  a  prince,  a  throne’s  immediate  heir 
Exempted  from  her  arm  !  - 
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SCENE  IV. 

ALONZO,  DON  PEDRO. 

ALONZO. 

The  council,  Prince, 

Is  now  affembling.  Your  own  breaft  muft  tell  you 
Th’  inevitable  fentence  it  will  pafs  : 

And  when  your  fury  plunged  you  into  guilt. 

You  on  yourfelf  pronounc’d  it.  Yet  there  is,  i 

There  {till  remains  one  door  of  mercy  open  : 

Take  warning  then  in  time.  Your  prompt  obedience, 
To  me  a  fon,  to  you  reftores  a  father. 

Fulfill  the  treaty,  wed  that  virtuous  Princefs  1 
You  live  on  thefe  conditions.  Thefe  refus’d — 

I  may  be  wretched—  but  your  doom  is  pad  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

Then — know  your  Son,  with  all  his  failings  on  him« 

My  Soul,  like  yours,  thus  guilty  as  I  am, 

Beholds,  unmov’d,  the  nearelt  face  of  danger  : 

And  you  would  blufh,  would  deeply  blufh  lor  both, 

If  fear  or  force  debas’d  me  to  fubmiffion. 

What  love  and  reverence,  to  a  parent  due. 

Could  not  perfuade,  no  tortures  can  obtain. 

ALONZO. 

Thou  Cruel  !  why,  deferving  all  my  hate, 

Preferve  this  greatnefs,  that  but  more  embitters 

The  grief  I  feel  already  ?  Shew  me  rather 

A  mortal  enemy,  a  Son  ingrate 

Prepar’d  to  {trike  his  parricidal  knife 

Deep  thro  my  heart.  Reduc’d  to  wifh  thy  death. 

Let  me  behold  it  too— without  defpair  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

I  have  deferv’d  to  die. 

ALONZO. 

My  pity  {till 

Would  bid  thee  live. 

DON  PEDRO. 

What  muft  I  do  i 
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ALONZO. 

Obey  \ 

DON  PEDRO. 

Then  all  is  o’er.  It  cannot  be. 

A  LO  N  Z  O. 

Retire— 

A  tear  would  follow— but  I  blot  it  out. 

SCENE  V. 

The  hack fcene  opens  and  difcovers  the  Lords  of  the  council 
met9  R  O  D  R  I  G  O,  ALVAREZ,  and  others . 

The  King  walks  Jlowly  up  to  his  chair  of  State . 

ALONZO. 

Be  feated,  Lords — Alas  !  I  look  around, 

And  read  on  every  face  the  fecret  pangs 
Your  bofonis  (hare  with  mine.  The  ready  drop 
Stands  trembling  in  each  eye,  as  if  yourfelves 
Had  each  a  fon  to  judge  and  to  condemn  ! 

But  let  us  rife  above  all  private  feelings  ; 

Remorfe  fhould  have  noplace,  where  Juflice  reigns  i 
And  thofe,  whom  heaven  appoints  to  couiifel  kings, 
Muftfhed  no  tear,  but  for  offended  laws* 

All  other  grief  is  weaknefs,  or  is  guilt. 

The  Prince,  a  rebel  to  the  law  and  us, 

Has  fet  at  nought  the  binding  faith  of  oaths  \ 

The  folemn  ties  of  treaties  ratify’d, 

Whatever  links  one  nation  to  another, 

And  king  to  king.  Nor  is  this  alh  You  faw, 

With  horror  and  aftonifhment  you  faw  him, 

In  arms  and  at  the  head  of  traitors  arm’d, 

AfTault  this  palace  !  force  its  gates  againft  me  ! 

And,  if  he  fhun’d  himfelf  the  .guilt  fuprcmc 
Of  parricide,  he  left  his  king  expos’d. 

His  father  at  the  mercy  of  thofe  rebels 

Whom  he  had  made  fo  ! - ‘ Thefe  are  his  offences. 

rTis 
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'  I  is  yours  to  judge  them*  arid  pronounce  his  doom. 
Rodrigo,  (peak. 

RODRIGO. 

Alas  !  I  fhould  be  jilent; 

Y ou  know,  and  have  approv’d  the  tender  love 
I  bear  Elvira.  To  my  happinefs 
Don  Pedro  is  the  foie,  the  fatal  bar  : 

And  you  command  me,  Sir,  to  judge  a  rival  ! 

But  far  be  from  me  each  imagin’d  hope. 

However  dear*  that  but  refpedts  myfelf ! 

Is  it  a  question,  can  it  bear  debate, 

If  he,  thd  deem’d  a  criminal,  fhould  live  ? 

Search  your  owri  breaft  :  the  powerful  pleadings  ther£ 
Will  beft  inform  you  what  I  Ihouid  advife. 

Forgive,  my  Lord,  this  tranfport. 

ALONZO, 

Let  calm  reafon 

Guide  all  you  fay.  Proceed. 

RODRIGO. 

I  afk  again. 

Is  it  in  queftiori,  whether  your  renown 
Should  live  by  him,  or  be  for  ever  loft  ? 

He — and  there  is  none  other — can  fupport 

"  i 

The  fceptre’s  weight ;  he  only,  after  you, 

Preferve  this  kingdom  flourifhing  and  happy. 

Weigh  then,  with  candor  weigh,  againft  his  crime? 

Th’  acknowledg’d  prize  of  benefits  like  thefe. 

ALONZO. 

But  treaties  feal’d,  and  fanftify’d  by  oaths, 

He  dares  to  violate. 

RODRIGO. 

Are  treaties  then. 

But  leagues  of  regal  cruelty  and  force  ? 

Muft  you,  to  pleafe  a  neighbouring  monarch’s  pride, 
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50  ELVIRA: 

In  your  own  Ton  exterminate  your  race  ? 

Extinguifh  every  future  hope  ?  and  would  not 
The  cheek  of  Ferdinand  burn  red  with  fliame, 

Should  his  lov’d  fifter  owe  a  hufband’s  hand 
To  cold  obedience  ;  while,  in  other  realms, 

New  thrones,  new  hearts,  attend  the  fair  one’s  choice  f 
He  forc'd  the  palace  gates.  The  crime  is  own’d : 

But  no  defign  againfl  your  crown  or  perfon 
tJrg’d  that  blind  violence*  Alas  !  his  aim 
Was  but  to  fcreen  th’  endanger’d  life  of  one, 

His  fondnefs  trembled  for*  You  fee  him  thus— 

A  rebel  ?  no  :  a  lover  in  defpair  ! 

And  can  a  moment’s  rafhnefs  merit  death  ? 

No  :  let  him  live — and  tho  my  bofom  bleeds 
At  what  I  utter — yes,  indulge  his  love  ! 

His  life  is  all :  a  life  like  mine  is  nothing  ! 

ALONZO. 

You  prove  the  blood  you  fpring  from  :  and  this  effort, 
This  generous  violence  you  do  your  heart, 

While  it  mifleads,  ‘both  honors  and  exalts  you. 

But  ’tis  the  hero,  not  the  judge  has  fpoken. 

What  fays  Alvarez  ? 

ALVAREZ. 

Could  your  eye,  my  Lord, 

Pierce  inwrard  to  my  heart,  the  conflict  there, 

The  war  that  gratitude  and  duty  wage, 

Would  leave  it  doubtful  which  you  moft  fliould  pity, 

Don  Pedro  or  his  judge.  He  fav’d  my  life. 

Beneath  an  African’s  uplifted  fabre, 

Faint,  bleeding  thro  my  former  wounds,  I  lay. 

He  faw,  he  flew,  and  on  his  {hield  receiv’d 

Th’  impending  fword  !  Was  it,  good  heaven,  for  this, 

That  I,  who  but  for  his  protecting  arm 

Had  now  been  duft,  fliould  fit  to  judge  his  fate  ? 

Ah  no,  my  Lord :  I  would  be  dumb  for  ever  ! 

ALONZO, 


ALONZO; 

Pair  honor  ahd  the  duty  of  this  place 
Exaft  it  of  you  ;  call  on  you  to  fpeak 
By  truth’s  unbiafs’d  didates.  This  great  caufe 
Imports  ourfelf,  oiir  realms  and  all  mankind, 

aLvarez. 

Alas,  my  Lord,  to  what  alternate  horror. 

As  fubjedt  and  as  man,  am  I  expos’d  ? 

But  hence  all  private  ties,  the  firft  and  deareft  ! 

My  life  is  his  ;  my  duty,  Sir,  is  yours  : 

And  from  the  fear,  fo  bufy  here  within* 

Of  being  deem’d  ungrateful  to  a  friend, 

I  dare  not  be  a  traitor  to  my  king. 

The  law  has  fpoke.  His  fentence  is  pronounck3? 

Is  pad  already  ;  in  defpight  of  tears. 

Of  all  the  pain’d  relu&ance  pity  drives  with  : 

For  when  the  fovereign  majefty  of  kings 
Is  once  invaded,  but  one  way  remains 
To  expiate  that  offence.  Th’  infulted  rights. 

You  fit  to  judge  of,  are  not  yours.  They  grpw 
Inherent  to  the  throne  :  And  you,  my  Lord, 

Are  to  all  prefent*  all  fucceeding  princes 
Accountable  for  what  yOu  now  decree, 

I  go  too  far. 

ALONZO. 

Proceed. 

ALVAREZ. 

It  cannot  be  : 

Tears  choak  my  Voicd. 

ALONZO, 

Keep  nothing  from  my  view 
Thy  virtue  hete  demands  it. 

ALVAR  E  Z. 

I  obey. 

Should  pity  now  prevail  in  his  behalf* 

You  are  ho  more  a  king  !  You  reign  at  mercy 

E  2 
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Of  winds  aind  Teas  in  his  ungovern’d  pafficns  ? 

Your  fubje£ts  too,  the  rebels  of  to-day* 

Who  now  will  think  him  formidably  theirs, 

Are  from  this  moment  his.  A  nod  from  him 
Will  be  their  law  ;  and  eaqh  licentious  hour 
Wear  its  red  mark  of  civil  broils  and  murders  : 

The  crown,  the  fceptre  may  remain  with  you. 

The  power*  that  fhould  fuftain  them,  will  be  his  J* 

ALONZO; 

Heroic  proof  of  loyalty  and  truth  f 
I  can  difcern  the  painful  throes  of  foul 
This  firmnefs  cods  thee  :  but  its  felt  afceridant. 

The  fove reign  influence  of  fuch  virtue,  chides 
Fond  nature  from  my  bofom.  Now,  who  elfe 

Among  you,  Lords,  (lands  forth  to  give  his  fuffrage 

•  *  .  • ,  *  •  , 

What  !  no  one  rife  ? — Alas  !  the  tears  that  ftream 
From  each  dejected  eye,  this  mournful  filence. 

Big  with  alb  horror,  but  too  clearly  fpeak,  / 

What  you  have  judg’d — My  foil  is  then  condemn’d 
For  you,  for  all  my  people,  for  mankind, 

I  here  devote  him — Were  I  but  a  father, 

He  dill  might  live— A  monarch  muft  be  juft  : 

Who  has  betray’d  the  law  would  be  a  tyrant  ! 

He  (hall  not  reign  :  No,  from  that  threaten’d  danger 
I  now  deliver yw*,  your  wives,  and  children. 

Let  all  retire  :  and  you,  Mendoza,  go, 

Inform  him  of  his  fate — 

i 

SCENE  V. 

A  L  O  N  Z  O. 

What  will  be  mine  t 
0  tyrant-Duty  !  art  thou  fatisfy’d, 

While  I  with  Roman  names  of  cruel  greatnefs. 

With  Brutus,  Manlius,  (hare  the  fame  abhorr’d 

Of  being  more,  or  lefs,  than  man  was  meant  ? 

But 
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Bat  how  ?  or  when  ? — The  blacked  hour  of  night 
Mud  cover  this  dire  deed — Ha  !  there,  behold 
Th’  uplifted  axe  !  Ha  heaven  !  it  falls— and  lo 
A  headlefs  trunk  !  a  fcaffold  red  with  blood  ! 
jO  thou,  All-Jud,  who  doom’d  me  to  a  throne  ! 
Why,  with  its  duties,  leaye  this  writhing  bofom 
Acceflible  to  pangs,  that  but  a  Child 
Can  pierce  the  foul  with — and  a  Parent  know  ? 
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SCENE  VI. 

ALONZO,  the  Q U  EEN,  ALMf  YDA, 

almeyda, 

What  have  I  heard  ?  This  mod  inhuman  fentence 
Is  it  then  pad  ?  Each  face  bedew’d  with  tears, 

And  every  eye  cad  in  defpair  on  heaven, 

I  faw  the  Council  part  :  and  on  your  brow 
I  read  my  fate  in  charadters  of  horror  ! 

You  have  condemn’d  your  fon  1 

*  "  .  ALONZO. 

I  have  donejudice, 

ALMEYDA. 

O  heaven  !  can  you  avow,  and  can  I  hear  itJS 

QJU  EEN. 

This  wound,  my  Lord,  mud  in  a  father’s  heart 
Be  deeply  felt.  Why,  by  his  guilty  raihnefs, 

Why  has  Don  Pedro  pudi’d  you  to  the  brink 
Of  dire  necedity —  *  ”, 

ALONZO. 

Madam,  no  more. 

If  in  obedience  tQrelentlefs  duty, 

|f  deaf  to  ail  that  bleeding  Love  can  plead 
In  this  fad  bofom,  I  condemn  afon  $r 
?Tis  yours  to  think,  that  mercy  was  his  due. 

Unhappy  boy  !  alas  it  is  too  plain. 

He  has  no  mother. 

*  ~  E  3  SCENF 
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SCENE  VII. 

The  Q_U  EEN,  A  L M  E  Y  D  A, 

ALMEYDA. 

If  my  life  is  dear 

To  her  who  gave  it,  feize,  O  feize,  this  moment — ■= 
You  fee  Alonzo  foftening  into  nature — 

Kneel,  prefs,  adjure  him — and  you  fave  the  prince  ! 

QJJ  EEN. 

J  go.  Your  pains  and  pleafures  all  are  mine  : 

Be  moft  allur’d  they  are — And,  tho’  the  Ikies 
Look  frowning  round  us,  yet  methinks  a  beam 
Of  day-light  breaks  upon  the  doubtful  horror  ! 

It  lights  me— yes,  it  points  the  fecret  path, 

I  fhould  purfue  !  Almeyda— truft  tome. 


SCENE  VIII, 

ALMEYDA. 

$ir,  bring  your  prifoner  :  by  the  Queen’s  command 
I  have  to  talk  with  her. 

-  i 

[  Guard  goes  out  9 

It  muft  be  fo— 

Yes,  to  preferve  him,  I  will  ftooptobeg 
A  rival’s  aid.  Even  fhould  he  live  for  her  \ 

Is  any  price  too  high,  at  which  we  fave 
The  life  of  him  we  love  ?  She  comes— 


SCENE  IX. 

ALMEYDA,  ELVIRA. 

ALMEYDA. 

Alas  ! 


Don  Pedro  is  found  guilty  ! 

ELVIRA. 

O  defpair  ! 

O  death  to  all  my  hopes  ! 

ALMEYDA 


“V 
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almeyda. 

Elvira,  now,  • 

On  this  important,  this  deciding  moment 
Our  mutual  fate  depends.  You  long  have  mark  a 
"My  paflion  for  the  prince  ;  that,  in  defpite 
Of  fcorn  in  him,  of  jealoufy  in  me,  ,  , 

Beyond  whatever  nature  elfe  can  boaft 
J  hold  him  dear — 

ELVIRA. 

I  have  with  heart-felt  grief. 

And  flowing  eyes  beheld  }t — and  even  now 

They  ftream  afrefh  ! 

ALMEYDA. 

The  Queen  is  gone  to  try 

Her  tendered  influence  on  a  hufband’s  heart, 

I  too  will  clafp  his  knees,  and  beg  for  mercy  : 

But  will  thefearts,  thefe  little  aids  prevail 
Againft  his  dread  feverity  of  nature  ? 

Ifyou  have  thought,  or  if  inventive  Love 
Can  prompt  your  bread  with  more  fuccefsful  means, 
Advife,  Elvira  ;  for  your  counfels  here,  - 
Shall  be  my  law.  Whatever  you  fugged,  : 

At  peril  of  my  life  I  w*^  perform. 

ELVIRA. 

Ah  !  how  reply  ?  What  equal  anfwer  find 
To  fuch  exalted  worth  ?  All  that  my  thought 
Is  big  with,  your  true  virtue,  my  didrefs. 

All  prefs  me  with  confufion.  In  your  fight 
The  Prince  mud  feem  ungrateful  and  unjufl  J 
.And  I  a  worthlefs  rival,  cad  beneath 
Your  lead  regard. 

almeyda. 

Let  virtue  make  us  equal. 

The  Prince  to  both  is  dear  :  let  both  unite. 

Without  a  farther  thought,  to  fave  his  life. 

E  4  EEV  lKft. 


ELVIRA: 

ELVIRA. 

O  amiable  goodnefs  !  Wonder  fills 
And  joy  again  attempts  to  cfiear  rpy  bofom  ! 

There  rifes  to  my  eye  one  glimpfe  of  light. 

One  ray  of  hope  :  but  you,  and  only  you 
Can  make  it  real.  Clofely  here  confin’d, 

Alas  !  I  have  po  means — Qo  then— and  heavep 
§uceed  your  purpofe  !  from  the  King  intreat. 

Obtain  a  moment’s  audience  for  Elvira — 

I  yet  may  calm  his  anger  $  yet  prolong 
Pop  Pedro’s  threaten’d  days— perhaps  for  you  ! 

ALMEYDA. 

vv.  '  •»  -• 

It  would  be  cruel,  as  ?tis  moft  unjufl. 

To  think  fuch  hopes  could  animate  my  zeal. 

Elvira,  no  :  the  fire  that  warms  this  breaft 
Is  of  a  purer  beam.  I  go  to  find 
Th’  unhappy  King  ;  with  prayers  and  tears  to  try 
If  he  is  yet  3  parent,  or  a  man  1 

ELVIRA. 

V  4  / 

O  may  the  fair  attempt  fuccefsful  prove ! 

May  {tern  Alonzo  hear  the  voice  of  love  ! 

Q  may  we  both  preferve,  what  both  adore  ! 

So  he  but  lives — I  afk  of  heaven  no  more  ! 

The  guards  condutt  her  back* 


$nd  of  the  fourth  ACT. 
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A  C  T  V.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


MENDOZA,  RAMIREZ. 

( 

RAMIREZ 

jConderpn’d  to  die,  you  fay  ? 

MENDOZA. 

This  very  moment 
The  fata!  preparations  are  begun  $ 

The  gloomy  pomp  that  fhews  us  death  more  dreadful  I 
Surrounding  guards,  whole  filence  terrifies 
Beyond  the  din  of  their  conflicting  arms  ; 

The  bloody  theatre,  with  cyprefs  hung  — 

Alas  !  the  color  that  ten  thoufand  mourners 
Mud:  fliortly  wear— Ami  then  the  vidtim  comes  ! 

■  Tis  horrible  to  thought  ! 

RAMIREZ. 

*i x  \ 

Who  has  in  charge 

To  fee  this  murder  done  ? 

MENDOZA. 

’  *  '■  i  '  V 

On  me,  my  friend^ 
On  me  the  cruel  duty  is  impos’d 

'f  \ 

By  our  relejitlefs  Matter. 

RAMIREZ. 

\  f  -  ;  ’  \ 

Is  the  .hour 

Appointed,  and  the  place  ? 

MENDOZA. 

Both,  both  are  fix’d  ; 

And  when  the  midnight-bell  with  mournful  call 
Tolls  up  the  cloifter’d  Fathers  of  Saint  Franck, 

Who  have  been  nam’d  on  his  departing  foul 


To 


ELVIRA: 


$8 

To  beg  heaven’s  mercy— when  that  fatal  warning 
Has  ftruck  my  ear,  Don  Pedro  is  brought  forth, 

RAMIREZ.  * 

And  whither  then  ? 

MENDOZA. 

To  that  fequefter’d  fpot, 
WalFd  high  around,  where  oft  the  nobleff  blood 
Of  Portugal  has  flow’d.  ’Tis  there  the  Prince 
Muff  lofe  his  head. 

RAMIREZ. 

Mine  fhall  be  rifk’d,  by  heaven  ! 

Nor  mine  alone  i  a  thoufand  more  fhall  fall. 

Ere  that  inhuman  fentence  takes  effect, 

A  deed  like  this  will  ftain  our  hated  annals 
Thro  all  defeending  time.  Let  us  prevent  it. 

The  people,  ftill  tumultuous,  like  their  fea. 

May  foon  be  blown  into  a  fecojid  florin. 

It  fhall  be  try’d. 

MENDOZA. 

You  caff  yourfelf  away, 

And  ferve  not  him  your  friendship  aims  to  fave. 

The  palace-gates  are  ftrongly  barr’d  ;  at  each 
A  triple  guard  is  planted  :  and  the  King 
Commands,  on  pain  of  death,  that  none  approach  him. 

RAMIREZ. 

But  fure  thefe  orders  are  not  for  the  Queen  ; 

And  {he,  a  woman,  by  thofe  tender  feelings, 

That  are  her  fex’s  glory,  mud  be  fway’d— 

She  moves  this  way,  and  with  her,  fair  Almeyda, 

SCENE  II. 

The  QUEEN,  ALMEYDA,  MENDOZA, 

RAMIREZ. 

O  Queen  !  and  you,  lov’d  Princefs !  hea"  ™ 
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Q.U  E  E  N. 

Withdraw  at  once. 

RAMIREZ. 

Don  Pedro,  gracious  Miftrefs— 
Q.U  E  E  N. 

Ha  ! — leave  us — go. 

RAMIREZ. 

i  ' 

Heaven  !  in  her  lateft  hour. 
When  fhe  would  plead  to  thee,  remember  this  J 

SCENE  III, 

The  QJJ  EEN,  ALMEYDA, 

QJJ  EEN. 

Elvira  fee  the  King  !  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Difhonor’d  as  we  are,  you  feem  to  dread 
The  vengeance  due  to  your  difgrace  and  mine, 

Far  from  refenting  thefe  repeated  infults, 

You,  by  your  tears,  folicite  new  and  greater; 

For  they  may  live,  the  hated  pair  may  live 
To  fee  our  mutual  fhame,  and  triumph  o’er  it  ? 

ALMEYDA. 

Let  not  the  pious  meltings  of  compaflion 
Offend  you,  Madam.  Let  her  virtue  ftill 
Be  your  Almeyda’s  happinefs  and  pride. 

QJJ  EEN., 

What  is  your  aim  ?  what  vifionary  purpofe 
Deceives  you  into  wifhing  they  mav  meet  ? 

*Tis  madnefs  all, 

ALMEYDA. 

When  Lifbon  firft  beheld 

It  bleft  your  daughter’s  fteps.  As  Peace  and  Eafe 
Came,  her  companions,  fhouting  thoufands  rais’d 
Her  name  to  heaven,  and  hail’d  their  guardian-genius. 
But  what  a  peace,  good  Angels  ?-  writ  in  blood, 

•  '  And 


i 
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And  feal’d  with  murder  i  Was  I  then  but  meant 
The  Meffenger  of  heaven’s  fevered  vengeance  ? 

To  tear  afunder  nature’s  clofeft  ties  ; 

And  by  the  Sire  affafiinate  the  Son  ? 

*Tis  more  than  horror  !  May  Elvira’s  tears 
Prevent  thefe  threaten’d  mifchiefs— 

EEN, 

May  the  rage* 

This  bofom  (wells  with,  rather  be  affwag’d 
By  feeing  both  expire  !  Rejedf  ed  ?  heaven  ! 

The  daughter  of  a  king  !  in  whofe  high  veins 

Flows  undebas’d  from  a  long  line  of  heroes 

The  nobleft  blood  !  Shall  Europe  hear  it  told,  , 

She  has  been  fet  at  nought  ?  Ha  !— and  for  whom  ? 

Degenerate  boy  !  I,  with  my  own,  could  purchafe 
His  death,  this  moment  ! 

A  L  M  E  Y  D  A. 

Do  you  then  with  mine  r 

J  ■  . 


Q_U  E  E  N. 

Ah,  caivft  thou  love  him  ftill  ? 

almeyd  a. 

I  ftill  adore  him, 
Ungrateful,  cruel  as  he  is  ! 

Q_U  E  E  N. 

O  fharne  ! 

O  fall  ignoble  from  the  high  rais’d  fenfe 
Of  that  refentment,  wrongs  like  ours  demand, 
Nay  fanctify,  and  make  our  vengeance,  virtue  » 
Can  (lie,  a  child  of  mine,  whofe  every  pulfe 
Should  beat  with  driving  fury  and  difdain, 
Whofe  bofom  fhould  expand  to  take  in  all 
That  brave  revenge  avows,  thus  melt  away 
In  tears  and  fighs  ?  like  feme  fond  village-maid 


fieneath  her  willow,  by  the  brook  obfcure 
That  foothes  her  amorous  folly  ?  , 

ALMEYDA. 

O  yet  think. 

There  is  revenge  more  noble,  more  diVine, 
Thatfpreads  ho  blulh  upon  the  injur’d  cheek. 

By  rendering  good  fd r  ill. 

Q^U  E  E  N. 

My  Ferdinand  ! 

Son  of  thy  mother’s  foul,  Wheh  thoii  fhalt  kitdw 
Thy  filter’s  abjedt  fpirit,  thus  rifign’d 
To  injuries  and  fcorn,  thy  breaft  wifl^ffame 
With  anger  uncontfoul’d  !  On  thee  alone 
My  hopes,  my  life  depend- — Who  waits  ?— ’Tis  \ 
To  fall  reveng’d. 

G  U  A  6  6. 

Your  plealure,  Madam? 


Go,  - 


QU  E  E  N. 

*>• 

Call  in  th’  Ambaffador  of  Spain. 

A  L  M  E  Y  D  A. 

Ah  me. 

Whence  this  hew  Itorm  of  pailioh  T  *  i 

Enter  A  xM  B-ASS  AD  OR. 

QdJ  E  E  N. 

You  have  hac! 

Your  audience.  Then 'be  gone  ;  this  moment  go  $ 
On  all  the  wings  of  hafte  to  Spain  return  : 

And  there,  this  letter,  as  you  prize  your  head, 
Deliver  on  the  inftant  to  my  Ipn.- 
Yet,  flay — You  may  be  ufeful,  and  inforce 
With  your  beft  reafon  what  my  letter  urges  y 
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6*  ELVIRA! 

That  he  fliould  arm  inceffaritly,  and  lead 
His  troops  the  neareft  road  towards  hated  Lifbon. 
Extremeft  need,  mine  and  Almeyda’s  fafety. 

Requires  he  fhould.  That  writing  will  explain 
What  elfe  remains. 

Exit 

\  m  i  >  *  ■ 

My  brain  turns  round — Afcend 
From  night  eternal  and  profoundeft  hell. 

Ye  Powers  of  vengeance  !  Puiiifh  home  with  me 
This  object  of  my  hate  !  thro  all  her  frame 
Spread  fires  unquench’d  !  then,  with  his  funeral  torch,' 
Let  Death  attend,  to  light  her  bridal  bed  ! 

And  thus  compleat  my  great  revenge,  as  fits 
A  mother  and  a  Queen  ! 

SCENE  IV, 

ALMEDY  A. 

My  blood  flops  ftiort 

And  freezes  in  its  courfe  to  hear  her  threats. 

But  love  and  rage  diftraft  her, 

SCENE  V. 

ALONZO,  ALMEYDA. 

ALONZO. 

Princefs,  yes, 

Your  tears  have  vanquifh’d.  I  will  hear  Elvira  : 

But  be  moft  fure  her  hopes  are  empty  air, 

LeaVe  me  :  {he  comes. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  VI. 
ALONZO,  ELVIRA. 

ELVIRA. 

This  moment,  Sir, 

This  awful  moment  is,  perhaps,  the  laft 
That  e’er  Elvira’s  voice  AiaH  reach  your  ear. 

Or  fight  offend  your  eye—  But  let  me  now 
Intreat  this  guard  may  go  — He  is  already 
Poffefs’d  of  what  I  purpofe. 

ALONZO. 

Be  it  fo. 

Do  what  you  have  in  charge. 


ELVIRA. 

Speed  wing  thy  fteps  1 

You  have,  againft  the  voice  of  earth  and  heaven. 

To  day  condemn’d  your  firft,  your  only  hope  ! 

A  Son  who  loves  you,  who  reveres  the  voice 
That  dooms  him  to  the  block  !  an  early  Hero, 

By  you  belov’d — O  heaven  ! — and  tho  I  fee 
Remorfe  fit  fad  and  filent  on  your  brow. 

You  yet  devote  this  vi£lim  ;  that  mankind 
With  dread  amazement  may  revere  the  Juftice, 

They  tremble  to  behold — You  turn  away— 

May  I  proceed  ? 

ALONZO. 

Go  on. 

ELVIRA. 

Thus  far  is  well : 

But  then — *tis  ftill  the  firft,  the  law  fupreme, 

On  kings  moft  binding,  to  be  juft  in  all. 

Guilt  may  appear,  where  yet  no  crime  is  found  ; 

A  rebel, 


i 


6*  ELViRA: 

A  rebel,  an  ingrate,  d'eferves  to  die. 

And  yet  thefe  names  may  not  belong  to  foitn, 

To  your  unhappy  Son. 

ALONZO. 

•  "  *■  ,  .  t  •  •  * 

Thy  words  a!re  wild  i 
Defpair  and  love  thy  reafon  have  unfettled. 

ELVIRA. 

Ah  no — If  he,  againft  the  faith  of  treaties, 

Refus’d  Almeyda’s  hand,  it  was  not,  Sir — 

Believe  thefe  tears— ’twas  not  the  crime  fuppoVd:. 

Of  difobedience — • 

ALONZO, 

How  ! 

ELVIRA. 

Arid  if  he  forced 
Thefe  palace -gates,  his  noble  foul  abhorr’d 
All  criminal  attempt  againft  his  king. 

A  word,  a  breath  his  innocence  had  prov’d  : 

But  he,  a  hero  in  his  cruel  filence,  . 

To  fave  Elvira,  greatly  chofe  to  die  \ 

*Tis  therefore  mine,  the  foie  remaining  purpofe 
Of  my  laft  hour,  to  clear  his  injur’d  name  ; 

And  lead  you  into  truth.  Don  Pedro’s  faults', 

Were  thofe  of  duty,  Sir— He  is  my  hufband  ! 

ALONZO. 

Ha  !  hufband  f  he  !  my  fon  ! — And  dares  thy  fondneft 
Think,  by  difcovcry  of  this  daring  crime. 

To  move  companion  ?  When  no  hope  remains 
Of  grace  to  his  offence,  doft  thou  prefume 
Qri  mercy  for  thy  own  acknowledg’d  guilt  r 

ELVIRA. 

I  a(k  for  none  !  my  parting  thoughts'  are  fix’d 
On  fomething  nobler,  dearer  far  than  life, 

*  The 
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The  rigid  law,  by  you  declar’d  inviolable, 

I  only  have  tranfgrefs’d — 

ALONZO, 

True:  and  thy  life 

The  penalty  {hall  pay. 

ELVIRA, 

It  is  moft  juft. 

I  bring  no  plea,  I  urge  no  vain  defence, 

That  love  for  him— fuch  love  as  would  in  heaven 
Be  held  no  crime — 

ALONZO. 

Away — that  very  love 
Makes  thee  but  ftill  more  guilty  f 

ELVIRA. 

Sir,  recall 

The  dreadful  moment,  when  your  court  beheld 
This  Son,  this  blooming  promife  of  a  hero. 

His  eye  extinguifh’d  arid  his  fading  cheek 
Of  its  frelh  rofe  forfaken,  to  the  grave 
Untimely  finking  !  and  a  father’s  tears 
In  hopelefs  filence  ftreaming  o’er  his  face  ! 

I  urge  it  not,  that,  to  preferve  his  youth. 

And  fave  your  only  hope,  I  gave  my  hand 
Where  I  had  vow’d  my  heart — I  urge  not  this  : 

But  now  at  laft  devote  myfelf  for  both  ! 

In  death  exulting  to  have  fav’d  him  twice  ! 

ALONZO. 

Thro  all  the  horrors  guilt  has  thrown  around  thee, 

Thy  virtue  yet  looks  lovely— but  in  vain : 

Thy  crime  and  his  ftand  manifeft  to  view, 

And  what  the  laws  e'xaft  {hall  be  fulfil  I’d. 
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ELVIRA 
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ELVIRA. 

Juft  heaven !  fhouldft  thou,  when  kings  add  refs  thy  thron 
r  or  mercy  on  their  own  offences,  then 
Be  deaf  to  them,  as  he  is  now  to  me — 

But  on,  my  Lord  ;  purfue  thefe  favage- maxims  ; 
Without  remorfe  confummate  your  revenue  ! 
fet,  other  vidims,  other  heads  attend. 

To  fatiateits  full  fury-See,  O  King  ! 

Lo  !  where  they  ftand — 

[Her  two  children  are  brought  in 

by  their  Governefs . 
Acknowledge  them  for  yours. 

By  dooming  both  to  bleed  ! 

ALONZO. 

Ye  holy  Powers  f 

What  do  I  fee  ? 

ELVIRA. 

Yes,  by  one  common  fate. 

Wife,  children,  hufband — let  us  perifh  all  f 

ALONZO. 

What  fay’ ft  thou  ! — Juftice  !  Mercy  !  how  ye  rend 
My  heart  ! 

ELVIRA. 

Forgive  the  language  of  defpair. 

My  children,  kneel  with  me.  Your  infant-tears 

May  wake  at  laft  the  parent  in  his  breaft. 

Sir,  they  are  yours — behold  them  not  as  mine. 

The  law  demands  a  victim  :  here,  on  me 
Exhauft  its  utmoft  rage — but  O,  to  thefe 
A  father  fave,  and  to  yourfelf  a  foil  ! 

Yet  fome  few  moments  from  his  ear  conceal 
Elvira’s  death— for  fliould  it  reach  him  now. 

His  own  too  fure  would  follow — 

ALONZO. 


ALONZO. 

Call  my  fon  t 

Fly,  let  him  know— -Elvira  is  his  own  ! 

My  daughter — 

ELVIRA. 

O  unutterable  Joy  1 

Here  at  your  feet,  to  heaven  and  you  I  pour 
My  grateful  bofom — 

ALONZO. 

*  Nature  !  thou  haft  conquer’d. 

I  am  a  man,  a  father  ! — Rife,  Elvira  ; 

Live,  and  be  happy  long— O  my  dear  children  1 
Take,  take  me  all — 


SCENE  VII. 


ALONZO,  ELVIRA,  DON  PEDRO, 

ALONZO. 

My  fon  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

My  King  and  father  ! 
Elvira — from  the  grave  to  me  reftor’d  ! 

To  thefe  defpairing  arms  ! — and  you  my  little  ones  ! 

ELVIRA. 

4r 

O  I  am  bleft — beyond  all  utterance  bleft  ! 

And  my  tran (ported  heart — Ah  me — 


ALONZO. 

Elvira  ! 

Thy  cheek  is  pale  ! 

ELVIRA. 

Oh  I  have  death  within  me  ! 

DON 


ELVIRA: 


\ 


DON  PEDRO. 

This  flood  ,pf  Joy,  my  foul’s  beft  happinefs, 

O’erpowers  thy  tender  frame. 

ELVIRA. 

Ah  no,  I  burn  ; 

A  kindled  furnace  rages  in  my  bofom — 

Convulfions  fhake  me — fweats  of  death  bedew 
My  trembling  limbs  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

O  Source  of  life  !  look  down 

With  pity  on  her— 

ELVIRA. 

Ha  !  a  fudden  night 

Spreads  dark  around— You  fwim  before  my  eyes 
Their  light  is  loft  ! — but  I  will  hold  you  faff—* 

Again  I  burn  ! 

ALONZO. 

O  mofi  inhuman  Queen  ! 

This  Stygian  draught,  too  fure,  was  by  thy  hand. 

Thy  fatal  hand  prepar’d. 

DON  PEDRO. 

Did  heaven  look  on 

And  fuflfer  this  ' Yet,  by  my  foul’s  ftrong  anguifh  ! 

Not  (he  alone,  her  Spain  fhall  weep  in  blood 
This  deed  accurft  ! 

ELVIRA. 

’Tis  paR— Don  Pedro,  love 

My  memory— Alofiio,  cherilh  thefe 
O  my  poor  babes  !— and  blefs  their  dying  mother  ! 

But  that  fair  princefs— yes,  reward  for  me 
Her  noblenefs  of  virtue  -  My  lov’d  Lord  ! 

Thefe  arms  would  fold  thee  Rill— but  Oh— 

*■■■'  ALONZO 
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§ 

ALONZO. 

She  dies— 

In  that  I  aft  figh  the  gentle  fpirlt  fled  ! 

DON  PEDRO. 

Mine  (hall  rejoin  it,  ere  it  .finds  that  heavea 
Prepar’d  for  fouls  like  hers— I  will  not  live  ? 
This  fword  reftor’d — 


A  L  O  N  Z  O,  feizing  his  hand . 

Away — Shall  fury  ftill 

.Sway  all  thy  aftions  ?  No  :  reward  her  truth 
A  nobler  way.  Thefe  Infants  claim  thy  care  : 

And  thou  muft  fbffer  life,  to  guide  their  fteps 
Safe  from  the  fnares  that  courtly  Fraud  and  Falfehood 
Spread  daily  in  a  youthful  Prince’s  walk  ; 

Spread  for  his  ruin.  And  now,  warn’d  thyfelf. 

Let  all  mankind,  by  one  example,  know, 
prom  pafiions  unreftrain’d  what  mifchiefs  grow  l 


THE  END. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

O’  A  VING  found  by  frequent  experience.,  how  much 
the  mind  is  apt  to  flag  under  the  fame  kind  of  em¬ 
ployment,  too  long  and  too  uniformly  continued  ;  I  had 
an  inclination  to  try  whether  a  different  fort  of  labor 
might  not  be,  at  the  fame  time,  a  fort  of  relief.  T  o  this 
experiment  only,  the  reader  is  indebted  for  the  pleafure, 
or  diftafte  of  the  preceding  poem.  The  melancholy 
event,  on  which  it  is  built,  has  a  foundation  of  truth  in 
hiftory ;  and  was  celebrated  long  ago  by  the  famous  Por¬ 
tuguese  poet,  Camoens,  in  his  Lufiad.  There  he  has 
defcribed  at  large,  and  with  all  the  graces  of  his  poetry, 
the  beauty,  the  virtue,  and  the  tragical  fate  of  that  lady’ 
to  whom  I  have  here  given  the  name  of  Elvira.  Don 
Pedro,  to  whom  fhe  had  been  privately  married  while 
file  lived  in  a  pleafing  folitude  on  the  banks  of  the  Mon- 
dego,  was  long  happy  in  her  truth  and  tendernefs.  After 
her  death,  when  he  became  king  of  Portugal,  he  had  her 
fkeleton  taken  out  of  the  coffin,  placed  on  a  magnificent 
throne,  folemnly  crowned  and  acknowledged  for  his 
queen.  It  is  reported,  that  he  obliged  the  principal  per- 
fons  of  his  court  to  kifs  the  bones  of  thofe  hands  which 
had  once  been  the  objedl  of  his  love  and  fondnefs.  But 
it  is  true,  that  he  ordered  fuch  of  her  enemies,  as  fell 
into  his  power,  to  be  punifhed  with  circumftances  of  great 
feverity.  They  were  burnt  alive. 

A  writer  of  diftinguifhed  reputation,  who  found  the 
..fubjedt  extremely  fit  for  a  tragedy,  brought  it  on  the 
French  theatre,  with  great  and  univerfal  applaufe.  The 
reader,  who  cares  to  give  himfelf  that  trouble,  will  eafily 
difcover  how  much,  and  how  generally  I  have  follow¬ 
ed  my  original  :  and  he  only  has  a  right  to  deter¬ 
mine,  whether  I  have  done  it  well  or  ill.  If  he  is  ac-  ' 
quainted  likewife  with  the  hiftory  of  our  ftage,  he 
muff  have  remarked,  that  it  was  no  unfrequent  practice 
among  our  poets,  efpecially  during  thelafl:  part  of  the  for¬ 
mer  century  ;  fuff  to  borrow  very  freely  from  our  neigh¬ 
bours  on  the  continent;  and  then,  in  their  prefaces,  to 
boaft  how  much  they  had  excelled  their  benefadlors.  But 
furely  the  pradlice  is  too  unfair  to  be  juftified,  and  too  il¬ 
liberal  to  be  copied.  Let  the  reputation  therefore  of 
Monfieur  de  la  Motte  remain  entire  and  inviolate. 

EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 

By  Mr.  GARRICK. 

Spoken  by  Airs.  Cibber. 

Y ^ DIES  and  Gentlemen - -9Cffs  fo  ill  bred — — 

JVe  have  no  Epilogue ,  becaufe  Pm  dead ; 

For  he,  our  Bard ,  with  frenzy -rolling  eye , 

Swears  you  /han't  laugh 9  when  he  has  made  you  cry. 

At  which  I  gave  his  Jleeve  a  gentle  pull , 

Suppofe  they  Jhould  not  cry ,  and  fjould  be  dull : 

In  fuch  a  cafe ,  ’ twould  furely  dos  no  harm , 

A  little  lively  nonfenfe  taken  warm  : 

On  critick  fomacks  delicate  and  queafy, 

51 Twill  ev'n  make  a  heavy  meal  fit  eafy. 

The  town  hates  Epilog  Lies —it  is  not  true ,  1 

1  anfwer'd  that  for  you — and  you — and  you- — -  f 

(To  pit,  boxes,  and  iff  gallery.)  j 
They  call  for  Epilogues ,  and  Hornpipes  too — •  X 

(To  the  upper  gallery.} 
Madam,  the  Criticks  fay — To  you  thefre  civil , 

Here  if  they  have  em  not ,  they'll  play  the  devil ; 

Out  of  this  houfe ,  Sir ,  and  to  you  alone , 

They  ll finite,  cry  Bravo  !  Charming  l — Here  they  groan  : 

A fingle  critick  will  not  frown ,  look  big , 

Harmlefs  and  pliant  as  a  fingle  twig , 

But  crouded  here  they  change ,  and  Us  not  odd , 

For  twigs ,  when  bundled  up,  become  a  rod, 

Criticks  to  bards,  like  beauties  to  each  other. 

When  Pete  a  the  their  enmity  they  finother  ; 

Kifs  me,  my  dear — how  do  you  ? — Charming  creature  ! 
What  fhape  !  what  bloom  !  what  fpirit  in  each  feature  ! 

\ou  flatter  me, — ’pon  honor,  No. - You  do _ 

My  friend — my  dear — fineerely  yours — adieu  ! 
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But  when  at  Routs,  the  dear  friends  change  their  tone— 

/  fpeak  of  foreign  ladies ,  not  our  own . 

7^/7/  permit 9  good  Sirs ,  theje  gloomy  folk , 

To  07  t/*  all  tragedy ,  without  one  joke  ? 

They  gravely  tell  us — tragedy's  defigrf dy 
To  purge  the  paffions ,  purify  the  mind ; 

To  which  I  fay ,  to  frike  thofe  blockheads  dumb , 

7^/7£  phyftck ,  always  give  a  fugar  plumb  ; 

/  love  thefe  fugar  plumbs  in  profe  or  rhimes  ; 

No  one  is  merrier  than  myfelf  fome  times ; 

Yet  /,  poor  /,  with  tears  and  confant  moan , 

Am  melted  down  ahnof  to  Jkin  and  bone  : 

This  night ,  /«  ftghs  and  fobs  1  drew  my  breath  ; 

Love ,  marriage ,  treafon ,  prifony  poifon ,  deaths 
Were  fcarce  fujfcient  to  compleat  my  fate  \ 

T wo  children  ivere  thrown  in  to  make  up  weight . 

all  thefe  fuff  'rings,  is  it  not  provoking , 
jTtf  deny' d  at  lafl  a  little  joking  ? 

If  they  will  make  new  laws ,  /$r  mirth' s  fake— break  rem7 
Roar  out  for  Epilogues ,  let  me  fpeak  em* 
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